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£l^ER Y hedy U noiv 4oJnlt of business, thai things 
(s/thifi kind, which OrergeMerulfy taJkenfor the enUr* 
Balnmera ofleisufie hours <mfy, look like impsrdnesuie 
and interruption, I am sure it is a reason why I 
ought to iteg your Lordship's pardon, for troubling 
you ^ith this tragedy; not but that poitty has always 
been, and will stilt be^ the entertainment of all wise 
■men, that ha^6 any d^tcUcy in their knowledge : yet, 
at so critical a junetnre as this is, I tnust confess I 
think your Lordship ought to give entirely into those 
public affairs, which, at this time, seem to dc" 
mandyou. It is that happy turn which your Lord' 
ihip has to business; that right understanding of 
your country's interest, and that constant .seal to pur-^ 
sue it; that Just thinking ; th(!ttstrongandperstMsi^e 
ifloeution, that firm and generous resolution, which, 
upon all occasions, yon have shewn in parliament; 
and, to add that which is the crowning good quality, 
Jnour lordship J continual adherence, and unshaken 
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loyalty, to his present majesty, which make you at 

this time so necessary to the public, I must con/ess 

(tho' there is ho part in your Lordship's character 

but what the world should be fond of) I cannot help 

distinguishing the last instance very particularly. It 

is doing, methinks, such a justice to goodness, to 

greatness, and to right reason, that posterity will S^ 

lieife there could be no man of good sense, but what 

must have agreed with your Lordship in it, JVhen 

the next age shall read the history of thi», what eoD^ 

case can they make for those who did not admire a 

prince, whose life has been a series of good officer 

done to mankind? When tliey shall reckon up his 

labours, from the battle of Seneff, to some gloriotts 

action, which shall be his last^ (and which, I there" 

fore, hopCy is "very far remov'dfrom the present timej 

will they ever beliente that he could have been too 

well loved, or too faithfully served and defended T 

The great things which he did before we had that irr^ 

mediate interest in him, which we now happily hope, 

is a noble and just subject for panegyric ; but as bene* 

fits done to others, can never touch us so sensibly as 

those we receive ourselves, tho' the actions may bm 

equally great; so, methinks, I can hardly have pa>» 

tience to run back to his having saved his owrt 

country, when I consider he has since done the soma 

for us; let that be sufficient to us, for all we can 

say of him, or do for him. What dangers and difjfl, 

cuUies has he not struggled through^ for (he houois^r 



vnd sfffsQr ^phes^ king^omjf ? 'TUa common praUd, 
and what every one ^p^^hMg to say, he has eontinualljt 
exposed kU life for his people. But there are some 
t^ngs more particular zfi' his character, some things 
rareljr found amongst the policies of princes ^ a zeal 
for religioH, moderated fy reason, without the rage 
^ndfire of persecution; a charitable compassion for 
those who cannot he conpinced; and an unalterable 
persc'verance in those principles, of%¥hose truth he is 
uuisfied; a desire of war, for the sake of peace, and 
of peace, for the good and honour of his subjects, 
equsUfy mth his own; a pious care for composing 
factious, tho* to foment them might make him arii-' 
trary; and a generous ambition, that only aims at 
power, to enable him to do good to all the rest of the 
world, J might add here, that inviolable and reli- 
gious observance of his royal word, which the best 
put of the powers of Europe have sd frequently, and 
SO happily for themselves, depended upon in the 
greatest emergencies ; but as this virtue is generally 
re^onedas no more than that common honesty ^ which 
the meanest man would blush to be without ; so it can 
hardly claim a pkice amongst the more particular ex- 
ceUeueies of a great prince* It were to be wished, in^ 
deed, that the world were honest to • such a degree, 
and that there were not that scandalous defect of com^' 
mon morality. Certainly, nothing can be more shock- 
ing to humanity, to the peace and order of the world, 
nothing can approach nearer to that savage slate of 
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nature, in which every man is io eM his fellow, if 
he can master him, than an avowed liherty ofhreak" 
ing thro* all the most solemn engagements of pwihlie 
faith, 'Tis something that brands a man with ate 
infamy, which nothing can extenuate, or wipe out^ 
he may protest, and pretend to explain his meaning,,, 
but the world has generally too much indignation for 
the affront, io bear it at that easy rate. Ministers 
and secretaries of state may display their own parts 
in memorials, with as much pomp andflotuisk 09 
ihey please ; I fancy the common answer, upon such 
occasions, will always be. You have deceived us 
grossly, and we neither can nor will trust you any- 
more. When ihis vice comes amongst men oftha 
first rank, it is the more shocking, and I could wish 
there were none such, to whose charge it might bm 
laid. 

Some people Cwho do me a very great honour in itj 
hape fancied, that in the person of Tamerlane, Ihas^ 
alluded to the greatest character of the present agOm, 
1 don't know whether I ought not to apprehend a> 
great deal of danger from avowing a design like thai. 
It may be a task, indeed, wortliy the greatest genius, 
which this, or any other time, has produced; but 
therefore I ought not to stand the shock of a parallel, 
lest it should be teen, to my disadvantage, how far 
the hero has transcended the poet's thought. There 
are many features, 'tis true, in that great man's life, 
not unlike his majesty; his courage, his piety, his 
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moderation, his justice, and his fatheriy love of his 
people; bat above all, his hate of tyranny and op- 
pression, and his zealous care for the comtnon good 
^mankind, carry a strong resemblance of him, Se- 
peral incidents are alike in their stories ; and there 
wants nothing to his majesty, but such a deciding 
'victory, as that bjr which Tamerlane gave peace to 
ihe world. That is yet to come ; but I hope we may 
reasonably expect it, from the unanimity of the pre- 
sent parliament, and so formidable a force as that 
unanimity will give life and vigour to. 

If your Lordship can find any thing in this poem, 
like a prince, who is so Justly the object of your Lord- 
ship's, and indeed of the world's veneration, I per^ 
suade myself it will prevail with you to forgive every 
thing else that you find amiss. You will excuse the 
Jaults in writing, for the, goodness of the intention* 
I hope, too, your Lordship will not be displeased, that 
I take this opportunity cf renewing the honour which 
I formerly htid to be knoivn to your Lordship, and 
which gives me, at once, the pleasure of expressing 
those just and dutiful sentiments I havejor his ma" 
jesty, and tliat strong inclination which I have always 
kad, to be thought. 

My Lord, 
Your Lordship's most obedient 

humble servant, 

N, ROWE. 



TAMERLANE. 



The prevailing sentiments of this play are lofty and 
majestic, such as the pomp of Asiatic grandeur may 
be supposed to furnish to mighty sovereigns, whose 
hatred is founded upon mutual ambition. 

The charaflers are well contrasted, and oppose each 
other like contradjftory principles, between which all 
coalition is impracticable. Where clemency is scornM^ 
and nothing from the viflor is welcomed but death| 
there could be no other contrast than dignified sere- 
nity and rational rebuke, to insist upon the ravages 
that tyranny causes in the world, and justify its misery 
of abasement. 

The under plot is tender and afFefting. The lo- 
vers have our entire sympathy, and their scenes sooth 
the mind agitated by the tempestuous hurricane of 
Imperial rage. 

Much of the play is declamatory — but the easy vir- 
tue of Tamerlane, in the representation, fades be- 
fore the vicious fierceness of Bajazet. — Something 
has been hinted of an intended allusion to the charac- 
ters of William III. and the Grande Monarque 
•—but the caricature applies as portrait to both — If 
Louis were not a Bajazet, William could only, 
by the grossest flattery, be resembled to the Timur 
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Of ail the muse's various labours^ none 
Have lasted longer, or have higher JLottm^ 
^an those that tell the fame by ancient heroes won* 
With pleasure f Rome, and great Augustus, heard 

* Arms and the man^ sung by the Mantuan bard. 
In spite of time, the sacred story lives, 

^4nd Casar and his empire still survives* 
Lihe him ftho* much unequal to hisjlanu) 
Our author makes a pious prince his theme: 
High with the foremost names, in arms he stood. 
Had fought, and suffer' d, for his country* s good^ 
Tet sought not fame, but peace, infields of blood. 
Safe under him his happy people sat, 
Jnd grieved, at distance, for their neighbour^ fate^ 
Whilst with success a Turkish monarch crown'' d, 
Like spreading fame, deformed the nations rounds 
With sword and fire hefort^d his impious way 
To lawless pow'r, and universal sway. 
Some abjeH states, for fear, the tyrant join^ 
Others, for gold, their liberties resign, 
jlnd venal princes sold their right divine : 

* Till Heaven, the growing evU to redress. 
Sent Tamerlane to give the world a peace* 
The hero rou^d, asserts the glorious cause. 
And to the field the cheerful soldier draws» 



PROLOGUE. 



Aroundy in crowds^ his valiant leaders waity 

Anxious for ghryj and secure of fate ; 

Well pleased, once morcy to venture on his side, 

jind prove that faith again^ which had so oft been try*d. 

The peaceful fathtrsy who in senates meet. 

Approve an enterprise sojusty so great ; 

While with their princess arms, their voice thus join* dp 

Gains half the praise of having sav*dmanhind* 

Ev^n in a circle, whertf like this, the fair 
Were met, the bright assembly did declare^ 
Their house, with one consent, zfferefor the war ; 
Each urg*d her lover to unsheath his sztford^ 
And never apare a man who broke his word* 
Thus fir" d^ the brg.vc (m. to the danger press ; 
Their arms were crowrCd abroad with just sifCCfSSf 
And blest at home with beauty and with peace. 
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Mettm 
TamerlanS • • . • . Mr. Harley. 
Bajazet - - . - . Mn Aickin. 

AxALLA - - - - . Mr. Macready. 

MoNisES .*..-. Mr. Farren. 
Stratocles * - - * - Mr* Davies. 
Prince of Tak Alt . - * - Mr. Powel. 
Omar - . .... Mr. Hall. 

MxRVAM ....... Mr. Evatt. 

Zama . • . . • . Mr. Cross. 
Halt • - . . • . Mr. Cubit* 
Dervue ...... Mr. Thompson* 

Arpasia ..... Mrs. Pope. 
Sblima ...... Miss Chapman* 

Parthian and Tartarian Soldiers* Mutes belonging to Bajazet* 

Other Attendants* 

ScxNSy TamerlaneV Can^f near Angoria in Galatia* 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Before Tambrlane*5 TerU* Enter the Prince tf 
Tanais^ Zama, and Miryan. 

Prince of Tanais. 
Hail to the sun! from whose returning light 
The cheerful soldier's arms new lustre take, 
To deck the pomp of battle. O, my friends ! 
Was ever such a glorious face of war ? 
See, from this height, how all <Galatia's plains 
"With nations numberless are cover'd o'er; 
"Who, like a deluge, hide the face of earth. 
And leave no obje6^ in the vast horizon, 
But glttt'ring arms, and skies. 

Zam, Our Asian world. 
From this important day expe^is a lord ; 
This day they hope an end of all their woes. 
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppression. 
From our vi^orious emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

" Mir. Well has our holy Alha mark'd him out 
^< The scourge of lawless pride and dire ambition, 
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•« The great avenger of the' groaning world. 
*' Well has he worn the sacred cau$e of justice ' 
<* Upon his prosp'rous sword. Approving Heav'n 
<* Still crown'd the righteous warrior with success ; 
*< As if it said. Go forth, and be my champion, 
** Thou, most Hke me of aH my works below. 

" Pr. No lust of rule, the Cbmmon vice of kings, 
*' No furious zeal, inspired by hot-brain'd priests, 
** l\\ hid beneath religion *s. specious name, 
** E'er drew his temp'rate courage to the field x 
** But to redress an injur'd people's wrongs, 
** To save the weak one from the strong oppressor, 
•* Is all his end of war. And when he draws 
** The sword to punish, like relenting Heav'n, 
** He seems unwilling to deface his kind. 

** Mir, So rich his soul in ev'ry virtuous grace, 
** That, haul not nature made hiiri- great by birth, 
** Yet all the brave had sought him for their friend. 
" The Christian' prince, Axalla, nicely bred 
<< In polish'd arts of European courts, 
<* For him forsakes his native Italy, 
** And lives a, happy exile in his service. 

** Pr* Pleas'd v^ith the gentle manners of that 
Prince, 
<< Our mighty lord is lavish to his friendship ; 
" Tho' Omar and the Tartar lords repine, 
** And loudly tax their monarch as too partial. 

<< Zam, Ere the mid-hour of night, from tent ta 
tent, 

^< Unweary*d| thro* the num'rous host he past 
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" Viewing with careful eyes each scv'ral quarter; 
" Whilsjt from his looks, as from divinity, 
" The soldiers took presage, and cry 'd, Leadoiii 
«* Great Aiha, and our Emperor, lead on, 
** To viftory, and eyerlasting fame«" 

Mir, Hear you of Bajazet ? 

Pf. Late in the eveaiing 
A slave of near atteDdancie on his person 
'Scap'd to our camp* From him we learn'd, the ty^ 

^ rant. 
With rage redoubled, for the fight prepares; 
Some accidental passion fires his breast, . 
(Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian captiv^B) 
And adds new horror to his native fury. 
<* For five returning suns, scarce was he seen 
^',%^^aiiy, the most favoured of his court, 
^* But in lascivious ease, among his women, ' 

*' Liv'd from the war retir'd j or else alone, 
<Mn sullen mood, sat meditating plagues 
'' And ruin to the world; 'till yester mom, 
M Like fire that laboring upwards rends the earth, 
** He burst with fury from his tent, commanding 
** All should be ready for the fight this day. 

<' Zam. I know his temper well, since in his court, 
*\ Companion of the brave Axaila's embassy. 
** I oft observed him proud, impatient 
** Of aught superior, e'en of Heav'n that made him. 
** Fond of false glory, of the &avage powV 
** Of rilling witliout reason, of confounding 
'< Just an4 unjust, by an unbounded will ; 
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'< By whom religion, honour, all the bands 
** That ought to hold the jarring world in peace, 
** Were held the tricks of state, snares of wise princes^ 
** To draw their easy neighbours to destru6lion. 
** Mir, Thrice, by our law and prophet, has he 

sworn. 
By the world's Lord and Maker, lasting peace. 
With our great master, and his royal friend 
The Grecian Emperor; as oft, regardless 
Of plighted faith, with most unkingly base^s. 
Has ta'en th* advantage of their absent arms. 
Without a war proclaim'd, or cause pretended. 
To waste with sword and fire their fruitful fields : 
Like some accursed fiend, who, 'scap*d from hell. 
Poisons the balmy air thro' which he flies. 
He blasts the bearded corn, and loaded branches, 
The lab'ring hind's best hopes, and marks his way 

with ruin." 
Pr. But see his fate I The mighty Tamerlane 
Comes, like the proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 
To judge, and to redress. \Fl0uri5k of trumpets* 

Enter Tamerlane, Guards^ and other Attendants, 

Tarn, Yet, yet a little, and destruftive slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous prospect ; 
Pass but an hour, which stands betwixt the lives 
Of thousands and eternity. What change 
Shall hasty death make in yon glitt'ring plain i 
Oh, thou fell monster, war I that in a moment ' 
Lay'st waste the noblest part of the creation. 
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The boast and masterpiece of the great Malp^r^ 
That wears in vain th' impression of his image^ 
Unprivileged from thee. 
Health to our friends, and to our arms succes3» 

[To tJ^ Prince f Zama, a?id Mirvan. 
Such as the cause for which we fight' deserves t 

Pr. Nor can we ask beyond what Heav'n bestows/ 
Preventing still our wishes. See^ great sir. 
The universal joy your soldiers wear» 
Omea^f prosperous battle. 
Impatient of the tedious night, in arms 
Watchful they stood, expedting op'ning day ; 
And now are hardly by their leaders held 
From darting on the foe. " Like a hot courser, 
** That bounding paws the mouldering soily disdaiaing 
<* The rein that chepks him, eager for the race." 

Tarn. Yes, prince, I mean to give a loose to war* 
This morn Axalla, wicli my Parthian horse. 
Arrives to join me. He, who, like a storm, 
Swep^, with his flying squadrons, all the plain 
Between Angoria^s walls and yon tall mountains. 
That seem to reach die clouds ; and now he comes, 
Loaden with spoils and conquest, to my aid. 

IfUurtsA ofirumpets, 

Zam, These trumpets speak his presence 

Enter Axalla, who kneels to Tamerlane, 

Tam, Welcome! thou worthy partner of my laurels. 
Thou brother of my choice, a band more sacred 
Than nature's brittle tie. By holy friendship! 
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Glory and Fame stood still for thy arrival ;^ 
My 80ul seem'd wanting in its better half. 
And languished for thy absence ; " like a prophet^ 
•• That waits the inspiration of his god." 

Ax, My emperor I My ever royal master I 
To whom mv secret soul more lowlv bends. 
Than forms of outward worship can express ; 
How poorly does your soldier pay this goodness. 
Who wears his every hour of life out for you I 
Yet 'tis his all, and what he has, he offers ; ^ 
Nor now disdain t' accept the gift he brings, 

Enter Szhiuik^ Moneses, Stratocles, Prisoiursi 

Guards, Mutes, &c» 

This earnest of your fortune. See, my lord, 
The noblest prize that ever grac'd my arms I 
Approach, my fair ■ 

Tam, This is indeed to conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy conquest ; 
The bloom of op'ning flow'rs» unsully'd beauty. 
Softness, and sweetest innocence she wears. 
And looks like nature in the world*s first spring. 
But say, Axalla 

5^/. Most renown'd in war, [Kneeling to Tarn. 

Look with compassion on a captive maid, 
Tho' born of hostile blood ; nor let my birth, 
Deriv'd from Bajazet, prevent that mercy. 
Which every subjeft of your fortune finds. 
War is the province of ambitious man, 
Who tears the miserable world for empire i 
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Whilst our weak sex» incapable ol wrong. 
On either side claims privilege of safety. 

Tarn* [raising i«r.] Rise, royal maid! the pride of 
haughty pow'r 
Pays homage, not receives it, from the fair. 
Thy angry father fiercely calls me forth, 
And urges me unwillingly to arms* 
Yet, tho* our froWning battles menace death 
And mortal conflidt, think not that we hold 
Thy innocence and virtue as our foe. 
Here, till the fate of Asia is decided. 
In safety stay. To-morrow is your own. 
Nor grieve for who may conquer, or who lose ; 
Fortune on either side shall wait thy wislies. 

&/. Where shall my wonder and my praise begin ? 
From the successful labours of thy arms ; 
Or from a theme more soft, and full of peace, 
Thy mercy and thy gentleness ? Oh, Tamerlane I 
What can I pay thee for this noble usage. 
But grateful praise ? So Heav'n itself is paid. 
Give peace, ye pow*rs above, peace to mankind ; 
Nor let my father wage unequal war 
Against the force of such united virtues. 

Tarn. Heav'n hear thy pious wish I— But since our 
prospefl 
Looks darkly on futurity, till fate 
Determine for us, let thy beauty's safety 
Be my Axalla*s care ; in whose glad eyes, 
I read what joy the pleasing service gives him. 
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Is there amongst thy other pris'ners aught [7^ Ax* 
Worthy our knowledge ? 

^ Ax. This brave man, my lord, [Pointing to Mpn* 
With long resistance held the combat doubtful. 
His party, prest with numbers, soon grew faint» 
And would have left their charge an easy prey ; 
Whilst he alone, undaunted at the odds, 
Tho* hopeless to escape, fought well and firmly s 
Nor yielded, till o*ennatch'd by many hands, 
He seemM to shame our conquest, whilst he own'd it* 
Tarn. Thou speak*st him as a soldier should a sol* 

dier, 
Just to^he worth he finds. I would not war [To Mon* 
With aught that wears thy virtuous stamp of great* 

ness. 
Thy habit §peaks thee Christian — Nay, yet more. 
My soul seems pleas'd to take acquaintance with 

thee. 
As if ally*d to thine : perhaps 'tis sympathy 
Of honest minds ; like strings wound up in music. 
Where, by one touch, both utter the same harmony. 
Why art thou then a friend to Bajazet i 
And why my enemy ? 

Mon, If human wisdom 
Could point out every a61ion of our lives. 
And say. Let it be thus, in spite of fate 
Or partial fortune, then 1 had not been 
The wretch I am. 

Tarn, The brave meet every accident 
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With equal minds. Think nobler of thy foc|, 
Than to account thy chance in war an evil. 

Man. Far, far from that : I rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to seem your enemy ; 
Nor think the baseness of a vanquished slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious life, 
Or ill- bought freedom, when I swear by Hcav*n I 
Were I to choose from all mankind a master, 
It should be Tamerlane. 

Tarn. A noble freedom 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to fawning syco- 
phants, 
And claims a privilege of being believ*d. 
I take thy praise as earnest of thy friendship. 

Man. Still you prevent the homage I should offer. 
O, royal sir I let my misfortunes plead. 
And wipe away the hostile mark I wore. 
I was, when not long since my fortune hail'd me, 
Bless*d to my wish, I was the prince Moneses ; 
Born, and bred up to greatness : witness the blood. 
Which thro' successive heroes veins, ally'd 
To our Greek emperors, roU*d down to me. 
Feeds the bright flame of glory in my heart. 

Tarn, Ev'n that 1 that princely tie should bind thee 
to me. 
If virtue were not more than all alliance. 

Mon. 1 have a sister, oh, severe remembrance I 
Our noble house's, nay, her sex's pride ; 
Nor think my tongue too lavish, if I speak her 
Fair as the fame of virtue, and yet chaste 
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As its cold precepts ; wise beyond her sex 
And blooming youth ; soft as forgiving mercy. 
Yet greatly brave, and jealous for her honour : 
Such as she was, to say I barely lov'd her, 
Is poor to my souPs meaning. From our infancy 
'irtiere grew a mutual tenderness between us, 
Tin jlot long since her vows were kindly plighted 
To a y(vmg lord, the equal of her birth. 
The happy day was fix'd, and now approaching. 
When faithless Bajazet (upon whose honour, 
In solemn tri^aty given, th« Greeks depended) 
With sudden war broke in upon the country. 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 

Tam. Let majesjy no more be held divine. 
Since kings, who are caU'd gods, profane themselves. 

Mon» Among the wretches, whom that deluge 
swept 
Away to slavery, myself and sister. 
Then passing -near the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were surpris*d^ 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow*r. 
Soon as we reach 'd his court, we found our usage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble ; 
'Twas then the storm of your victorious arms 
Look'd black, and seeni'd to threaten, when he prest 

me 
(By oft repeating instances) to draw 
My sword for him : But when hs found my soul 
Disdajn'd his purpose, he more fiercely told me. 
That my Arpasia, my lov'd sister's fate 
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Depended on vAy courage shewn for him. 
I had long learnt to hold myself at nothing ; 
But for her sake, to ward the blow from her, 
I bound my service to the man I hated. 
Six days are past, since, by the sultan's order, 
I left the, pledge of my return behind, 
And went to guard this princess to his camp s 
The rest the brave Axalia*s fortune tells you. 

Tatn, Wisely the tyrant strove to prop his cause. 
By leaguing with thy virtue ; but just Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his side, and left him naked 
To the avenging bolt that drives upon him. 
Fpiget the name of captive, and I wish 
I could as well restore that fair one's freedom. 
Whose loss hangs heavy on thee : yet ere night, 
Perhaps, we may deserve thy friendship nobler; 
Th* a|$proaChing storm may cast thy shipwreck'd 

wealth 
Back to thy arms : till that be past, since war 
(Tho' in the justest cause) is ever doubtful, 
I will not ask thy sword to aid my vi6lory. 
Lest it should hurt that hostage of thy valour 
Our common foe detains. 

Mm. Let Bajazet 
Etod to his yoke repining slaves by force ; 
You, sir, have found a nobler way to empire, 
Lord of the willing world. 

" Tam, Oh, my Axalla 1 
« Thou hast a tender soul| apt for compassion. 
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" And art thyself a lover and a friend. 

" Does not this prince's fortune move thy temper } 

** Ax. Yes, sir, I mourn the brave Moneses* fate, 
** The merit of his virtue hardly matched 
*' With disadvent'rous chance : yet, prince, allow mei 
*< Allow me, from th' experience of a lover, 
*• To say, one person, whom your story mentioned 
** (If he survive) is far beyond you wretched: 
" You nam*d the bridegroom of your beauteous sister* 

^* Mon. I did. Oh, most accurst I 

" Ax. Think what he feels, 
** Dash*d in the fierceness of his expedlation : 
<< Then, when th' approaching minute of possession 
*< Had wound imagination to the height, . 
« Think if he lives ! 

** Mon. He lives t he does : 'tis true 
'< He lives 1 But how ^ To be a dog, and deady 
<< Were Paradise to such a state as his : 
<< He holds down life, as children do a potion, 
«< With strong relu6tance and convulsive strugglings^ 
<< Whilst his misfortunes press him to disgorge it. 

Tarn. ** Spare the remembrance, 'tis an useless grief^ 
<< And adds to the nnsfonune by repeating. 
«* The revolution of a day may bring 
<< Such turns, as Heav'n itself could scarce have pro* 

misM, 
<* Far, far beyond thy wish : let that hope cheer thee/* 
Haste, my Axalla, to dispose with safety 
Thy beauteous charge, and on tlie foe revenge 
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The pain which absence gives; thy other tare, 
Honour and armsi now summon thy attendance. 
Now do thy office well, my soul 1 Remember 
Thy cause^ the cause of Heaven and injur *d earth. 
O thou Supreme I if thy great spirit warms 
My glowing breast, and fires my sou) to arms^ 
Grant that my sword, assisted by thy pow'r^ 
This day may peace and happiness restore. 
That war and lawless rage may vex the world no more. 
[^Exeunt Tamerlane, Moneses, Scratodes, Ptince of 
Tanaisi Zama, Mirvan, dtid Attendants* 
Ax. The battle calls, and bids me haste to leave* 
thee ; 
Oh, Selima 1— >*-But let destru^ion wait< 
Are there not hours enough for blood and slaughter I- 
This moment shall be love's, and I will waste it 
In soft complain! ngB| for thy sighs and coldness^ 
For thy forgetful coldness \ even at Birza^ 
When in thy father's court my eyes first own'd thee^ 
Fairer than light, the j6y of their beheldingi 
Even then thou wert not thus. 
^*' StL Art not thou chang'di 

< Christian Axalla \ Art thou still the same ? 

< Those were the gentle hours of peace, and thou 
' The world's good angel, that didst kindly join 

< Its mighty masters in harmonious friendship t 
' But since those joys that once were ours are lost^ 
' Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of war ; 

Talk of thy conquests and nly chains, Axalla. 
'* Ax. Yet 1 will listen, fair, unkind upbraidcri 

C 



** Yet I will listen to thy charming accents, 

•* Ahho' they make mc curse my fame and fortune, 

** My laurel wreaths, and all the glorious trophies, 

** For which the valiant bleed — Oh, thou unjust one! 

<^ Dost thou then envy me this small return 

<^ My niggard fate has made for all the mournings^ 

*^ For all the pains, for all the sleepless nights 

*^ That cruel absence brings I 

<* Sei. Away, deceiver! 
** I will not hear thy soothing. Is it thus 
<* That Christian lovers prove the] faith they swear f 
** Are war and slavery the soft endearments 
** With which they court the beauties they admire ? 
*i 'Twas well my heart was cautious of believing • 
" Thy vows, and thy protesting. Know, my con- 
queror, 
<' Thy sword has vanquished but the half of Selima ; 
'< Her soul disdains thy viflory. 

y Ax, Hear, sweet Heav'n I 
*< Hear the fair tyrant, how she wrests love's laws, 
** As she had vow'd my ruin I What is conquest? 
*' What joy have I from that, but to behold thee, 
** To kneel before thee, and with lifted eyes 
** To view thee, as devotion does a saint, 
" With awful, trembling pleasure ; then to swear 
«* Thou art the queen and mistress of my soul ? 
** Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whose word, next 

Heav'n's, 
'' Makes fate at second-hand) bid thee disclaim- 
** Thy fears \ And dost thou call thyself a slave \ 
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** Only to try how far the sad impression 
« Can sink into Ax alia ? 

«• SeL Oh, Axalla 1 
*« Ought I to hear you ? 

«* Ax. Cojne back, ye hours, 
'< And tell my Selima what she has done I 
'< Bring back the time, when to her father's court 
'< I came ambassador of peace from Tamerlane^ 
<< When, hid by conscious darkness and disguise, 
*' I past the dangers of the watchful guards, 
<* Bold as the youth who nightly swam the Helles* 

pont : 
** Then, then she was not sworn the foe of love j 
*' When, as my soul confest its flame, and su*d 
** In moving sounds for pity, she frown'd rarely, 
'< But, blushing, heard me tell the gentle tale ; 
'< Nay, ev*n confest, and told me softly, sighing, 
<< She thought there was no guilt in love like mine/' 

SeL Young, and unskilful in the world's false arts, 
I sufier'd love to steal upon my softness, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltless flame : 
Yes, I have heard thee swear a thousand times. 
And call the conscious pow'rs of Heav'n to witness 
The tend' rest, truest, everlasting passion. 
But, oh I *tis past ; and I will charge remembrance 
To banish the fond image from my soul. 
Since thou art sworn the foe of royal Bajazet, 
I have resolv'd to have thee. 

Ax, Is it possible! 
Hate is not in thy nature ; thy whole frame 
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Is harmony, without one jarring atom. 

Why dost thou force thy eyes to wear this coldness? 

It damps the springs of life. Oh I bid me die. 

Much rather bid me die, if it be true 

That thou hast sworn to hate me.- ■ 

SeL Let life and«death 
Wtit the decision of the bloody field ; 
Nor pan thy fate, my conqueror, depend 
Upon a woman's hate. Yet, since you urge 
A power, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one request that I can make with honour* 

Ax. Oh, name it! say!-- 

Sef. Forego your right of war. 
And render me this instant to my father. 

Ax' Impossible l i ■■■The tumult of the battle. 
That hastes to join, cuts off all means of commerce 
Betwixt the armies. 

Sel. Swear then to perform It, 
Which way soeVr the chance of war determinesi 
On my first instance. 

Ax» By the sacred majesty 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee j 
Yes, I will give thee thie severest proof 
Of my soul's vow'd devotion ; I will part with thee, 
(Thou cruel, to command it!) I will part with thee^ 
As wretches that arc doubtful of hereafter 
Part with their lives, unwilling, loth and fearful, 
And trembling at futurity. But is there nothing, 
No small return that honour can afford 
For ^1 this waste of love \ , 
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«< S^/. The gifts of captives 
«« Wear somewhat of constraint ; and gpncrous mindf 
<< Disdain to g^ve, where freedom of the choice 
<< Does but seem wanting. 

<< Axr What 1 not one kind look ? 
Then thou art chang'd indeed. [TrumpasJ] Hark, I 

am summoned. 
And thou wilt send me forth like one unbless'd; 
Whom fortune has forsaken, and ill fate 
Mark'd for destrudlion. '' Thy surprising coldnesi 
V Hangs on my soul, and weighs my courage down | 
** And the first feeble blow I meet shall raze me 
** From all remembrance:** nor is life or fame 
Worthy my care, since I am lost to thee. \Gidngm 

SeL Ha I goest thou to the fight ?- 

Ax. I do.' Farewell I— 

SeL What 1 and no more 1 A sigh heaves in my 
breast, . , 
And stops the struggling accents on my tongue^ 
£lse, sure^ I should have added something more^ 
And made our parting softer. 

Ax, Give it way. 
The niggard honour, that affords not love, 
Forbids not pity* ■ ■■ 

*' SeL Fate perhaps has set 
** This day, the period of thy life and conquests; 
*• And I shall see thee borne at evening back 

<* A breathless corse. Oh I can 1 think on that, 

*' And hide mv sorrows f — No*— they will have w ay, 

Ciij 



^* And all the vital air that life draws in 
^* Is rendered back in sighs. 

<* Ax, The murmVing gale revives the drooping 
flame, 
^* That at thy coldness languish'd in my breast % 
<< So breathe the gentle zephyrs on the spring, 
« And waken ev'ry plant, and odorous flow'r, 
** Which winter frost had blasted, to new life. 

*< 5^/. To see thee for this moment, and no more.-«^ 
<^ Oh 1 help me to resolve against this tenderness, 
** That charms my fierce resentments, and present^ 

thee 
•♦ Not as thou art, mine and my father's foe, 
<* But as thou wert, when first thy moving accents 
♦^ Won me to hear ; when, as I listened to thee, 
" The happy hours past by us unperceiv'd, 
*< So was my soul fix*d to the soft enchantment* 

<< /ix, Jjct me be still the same ; I am, I must be.*' 
If it were possible my heart could stray, 
One look from thee would call it back again, 
And fix the wanderer for ever thine. 

Sfl, Wh^re is iny boasted resolution now } 

[Sinking into Ait arms^ 
Oh, yes 1 thou ^rt the same ; my heart joins with- 

thee, 
** And to betray me will believe thee still ; 
<< It dances to the sounds that mov*d it first, 
« And owns at once the weakness of my soul, 
<< So, wh^n some skilful artist strikes the strings, 

•' The magic numbers rouse our sleeping passions. 
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** And force us to confess our grief and pleasure." 

Alas ! Axalla, say dost thou not pity 

My artless Innocence, and easy fondness ? 

Oh 1 «turn thee from me, or I die with blushing. 

Ax. No, let •me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And bless the new-born glories that adorn thee ; 
♦* From every blush, that kindles In thy checks, 
♦* Ten thousand little loves and graces spring 
** To revel in the roses — 't wo* not be,** [Trumpets, 
This envious trumpet calls, and tears me from thee-^ 
- SeL My fears increase, and doubly press me now ; 
I charge thee, if thy sword comes cross my father. 
Stop for a moment, and remember me. 

Ax. Oh, doubt not but his life shall be my care; 
)Ev'n dearer than my own 

Sel. Guard that for me too. 

Ax. O, Selima 1 thou hast restored my quiet. 
The noble ardour of the war, with love 
Keturning, brightly bums within my breast, 
And bids me be secure of all hereafter. 
•* So cheers some pious saint a dying sinner 
♦' (Who trembled at the thought of pains to come) 
*< With Heav'n's forgiveness and the hopes of mercy : 
" At length, the tumult of his soul appejts'd, 
<* And every doubt and anxious scruple eas'd, 
•• Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain road, 
♦* The peace, his holy comforter bestow*d, 
•* Guides, and protects him like a guardian god." 

[Exit. 

Sei, la vain all arts a love-sick virgin tries, 
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Aflfefh to frown, and seem severely wise, 
In hopes to cheat the wary lover's eyes. 
If the dear youth her pity strives to move. 
And pleads, with tenderness, the cause of love. 
Nature asserts her empire in her heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful lover's part. 
By love herself, and nature, thus betray'd. 
No more she trusts in pride's fantastic aid. 
But bids her eyes confess the yielding maid. 

[Exit Selima, Guards follomngm 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

TAMERLANs'i Camf, Enter MoVESES. 

Moneses, 
The dreadful business of the war is over : 
And slaughter, that, frpm yester morn 'till even. 
With giant steps, past striding o'er the field, 
Besmear'd and horrid with the blood of nations, 
Now weary sits among the mangled heaps. 
And slumbers o'er her prey ; while from this camp 
The cheerful sounds of viftory and Tamerlane 
Beat the high arch of Heav'n. '* Deciding fate, 
*' That crowns him with the spoils of such a day, 
** Has giv'n it as an earnest of the world 
" That shortly shall be his. 

Enter Stratoclss. 
My StratoclesJ 
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Most happily r«turn'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'st me any joy \ ^ 

Stra, With my best diligence» 
This night I have enquir*d of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the sun, who shone upon the horror 
Of the past day^ sunk to the western ocean. 
When, by permission from the prince Axalla^ 
I mixt among the tumult of the warriors 
Returning from the battle : here a troop 
Of hardy Parthians, red with h^est wounds* 
Confest the conquest they had well deserv'd t 
There a dejefled crew of wretched captives, 
<' Sore with unprofitable hurts, and groaning 
«* Under new bondage/' £olk)w'd sadly after 
The haughty vigor's heels. But that, which fully 
Crown*d the success of Tamerlane, was B^azet, 
Fall'n, like the proud archangel, from the height 
Where once (even next to majesty divine) 
^nthron'd he sat, down to the vile descent 
And lowness of a slave : but, oh I to speak 
The rage, the fierceness, and the indignation !•<«* 
It bars all words, and cuts description short. 

Man. Then he is faH'o 1 that comet which on high 
Portended ruin | he has spent his blaze, 
And shall distraA the world with fears no more. 
•' Sure it must bode me well j for oft my soul 
^< Has started into tumult at his name, 
*' As if my guardian angel took th* alarm, 
** At t}ie approach of somewhat mortal to m^»'* 
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But say, my friend, what hear'st thou of Arpasia ? 
For there my thoughts, my every care is center'd, 

^ira, Tho* on that purpose still I bent my search. 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this ; 
That in the pillage of the Sultan's tent 
Some women were made prisoners, who this morning 
Were to be offer'd to the emperor's view : 
Their names and qualities, tho* oft enquiring, 
I could not learn. 

Mon. Then must my soul still labour 
Beneath uncertainty and anxious doubt. 
The mind's worst state. The tyrant's ruin gives me 
But a half ease. 

Stra, 'Twas said, not far from hence 
The captives were to wait the emperor's passage. 

Aiiwi. Haste we to find the place. Oh, my Arpasia ! 
Shall we not meet ? " Why hangs my heart thus 

heavy, 
*« Like death within my bosom ? Oh ! 'tis well, 
** The joy of meeting pays the pangs of absence, 
** Else who could bear it ?" 
When thy lov'd sight shall bless my eyes again, 
Then I will own I ought not to complain, 
Since that sweet hour is worth whole years of pain. 

\E.xtunt Moneses and Stratocles. 
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SCENE II. 



ne Inside of a magnificent Tent. Symphony of Warlike 
Music. Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of 
Tanais, Zama, MiRYAN, Soldters, and other At^ 
tendants. 

Ax. From this auspicious day the Parthian name 
Shall date its birth of empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning east to utmost Thule, 
The limits of its sway. 

Pr, Nations unknown. 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their homage to vi6torious Tamerlane; 
Bend to his valour and superior virtue. 
And own, that conquest is jiot given by chance. 
But, bound by fatal and resistless merit, 
Waits on his arms. 

Tarn. It is too much : you dress me 
Like an usurper, in the borrow'd attributes 
Of injur'fi Heaven. Can we call conquest ours } 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride, 
Vaunt of himself, and say. Thus have I done this } 
Oh, vain pretence to greatness I Like the moon. 
We borrow all the brightness which we boast. 
Dark in ourselves, and useless. If that hand. 
That rules the fate of battles, strike for us. 
Crown us with fame, and gild our clay with honour^ 
^Twere most ungrateful to disown the benefit, 
And arrogate a praise which is not ours. 
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Ax. With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To bear the swelling tide of prosp'rous fortune. 
Is to deserve that fortune : in adversity 
The mind gf6ws tough by buffetting the tempest. 
Which, in success dissolving, sinks to ease. 
And loses all lier firmness. 

Tarn, Ohy Axallal 
Could I forget I am a man as thoti art ; 
Would not the winter's cold, or summer's heat^ 
Sickness, or thirst, and hunger, all the train 
Of Nature's clamorous appetites, asserting 
An equal right in kings and common men. 
Reprove me dailjr?— No— If I boast of aught. 
Be it to have been HeavVs happy instrument. 
The means of good to all my fellow-creatures i 
This is a king's best praise. 

Enter Omar. 

Om, Honour and fame [Bounng u Tamerlane* 

For ever wait the emperor : may our prophet 
Give him ten thousand thousand days of life, 
And every day like this. The captive sultan. 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate repining^ 
Attends your sacred will. 

Tarn, Let him approach. 

Enter Bajaket, and other Turkish prisoners in chains p 
with £ guard of Soldiers, 

When I survey the ruins of this field. 

The wild destruflion^ which thy fierce ambition 
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Has dealt among mankind, (so many widows 
And helpless orphans has thy battle made, 
That half our eastern world this day are mourners) 
Well may T, in behalf of Heav'n and earth. 
Demand from thee atonement for this wrong. 

Baj, Make thy demand to ^ose that own thy pow'r. 
Know, I am still beyond it } and tho* Fortune 
(Curse on that changeling deity of fools t) 
Has stript me of the train and pomp of greatness. 
That out-side of a king, yet still my soul, , 

Fixt high, and of itself alone dependent. 
Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now. 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee : 
I know what power the chance of war has giv*n. 
And dare thee to the use on*t. This vile speeching, 
This after-game of wordsj is what most irks me \ 
Spare that, and for the rest 'tis equal all^— — 
Be it as it may. 

Tam, Well was it for the world, 
When on their borders neighbouring princes met. 
Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 
Preventing wasteful war : such should our meeting 
Have been, hadst thou but held in just regard 
The sanctity of leagues so often sworn to. 
Canst thou believe thy prophet, or, what's more, 
That Pow'r supreme, which made thee and thy pro* 

phet. 
Will, with impunity, let pass that breach 
Of sacred faith giv'n to the royal Greek ? 

Baj,^ Thou pedant talker I ha I art tho^ a king 

D 
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Possest of sacred pow'r, Heav'n's darling atfribute, 
And dost thou prate of leagues, and oaths, and pro- 
phets ! 
I hate the Greek (perdition on his name!) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both. 
As death does human nature, for destru6tion. 

Tam, Causeless to hate, is not of human kind : 
The savage brute, that haunts in woods remote 
And desert wilds, tears not the fearful traveller. 
If hunger, or some injury, provoke not. 

Baj. Can a king want a cause, when empire bids 
Go on } What is he born for, but ambition \ 
It is his hunger, 'tis his call of nature. 
The noble appetite which will be satisfy 'd, 
And, like the food of gods, makes him immortal. 

Tom, Henceforth I will not wonder we were foes. 
Since souls that differ so by nature hate. 
And strong antipathy forbids their union. 

Baj. The noble fire that wartns me, does indeed 
Transcend thy coldness. I am pleas'd we differ, 
Nor think alike. 

Tarn, No — for I think like man. 
Thou like a monster, from whose baleful presence 
Nature starts back ; and tho' she fix'd her stamp ^ 
On thy rough mass, and marked thee for a man. 
Now, conscious of her error, she disclaims thee 
As form*d for her destruction.— 
'Tis true, I am a king, as thou hast been : 
Honour and glory too have been my aim ; 
But, tho' I dare face death, and all the dangerg 
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Which ftrious war wears in its bloody fron% 
Yet would I choose to fix my name by peace. 
By justice, and by mercy ; and to raise 
My trophies on the blessings of mankind t 
Nor would 1 buy the empire of the world 
With ruin of the people whom I sway, 
On forfeit of my honour. 

Baj, Prophet, I thank thee.— -— 
Damnation l->Could.st thou rob me of my glory. 
To dress up this tame king, this preaching dervise ? 
Unfit for war, thou shouldst have livM secure 
In lazy peace, and with debating senates 
Shar'd a precarious sceptre, sat tamely still. 
And let bold fa£tions canton out thy powV, 
And wrangle for the spoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilst I (curse on the power that stops my ardour!) 
Would, like a tempest, rush jimidst the nations. 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alha, 
My angry thunder on the frighted world. 

Tarn, The world l»*twould be too little for thy 
pride : 
Thou wouldst scale Heav'n— — 

Baj, I would :-~Away I my soul 
Disdains thy conference. 

Tarn* Thou vain, rash thing, 
That, with gigantic insolence, hast dar'd 
To lift thy wretched self above the stars. 
And mate with pow'r Almighty : Thou art fall'n \ 

Baj, 'Tis false I I am not fall'n from anght 1 have 
been I 



At least my soul r^solv^es to keep her 8ta(e» 
And scprns to take acquaintance with ill fortune. 
Tam. Almost beneath my pity art thou fall'n; 
Since, while th' avenging hand of Heav'n is on thee» 
And presses to the dust thy swelling soul. 
Foolhardy, with the stronger thou cont^adest. 
To what vast heights had thy tumultuous temper 
Been hurry 'd, if success had crawn'd thy withes: 
Say, what had I toexpe^, if thou hadst conquered? 

Baj. Oh, glorious thought 1 By Heav'n I will ea*> 
joy it, 
Tho' but in fancy ; imagination shall 
Make room to entertain the vast idea. 
Oh ! had I been the master but of yesterday, 
The world, the world had felt me ; and for thee^ 
f had us'd thee, as thou art to me-'-a dog. 
The object of my scorn ^nd mortal hatred : 
2 would have taught thy neck to know my weight. 
And mounted from that footstool to my saddle s 
^hen, when, thy daily servile task was done, 
I would have cag'd thee, for the scorn of slaves, 
'Till thou hadst begg'd to die ; and ev'n that mercy 
I had deny'd thee. Now thou know'st my mindi 
And question me no farther. 

Tam, Well dost thou teach me 
What justice should exa6l from thee. Mankind, 
With one consent, cry out for vengeance on thee j 
Loudly they call to cut oflTthis league-breaker. 
This wild destroyer, from the face of earth. 

Baj. Do it, and rid thy shaking soul at onpe 
Of its worst fe^. 



% 
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Tarn. Why slept the thunder 
That should have arm*d the idol deity. 
And given thee power, ere yester sun was set. 
To shake the soul of Tamerlane. Hadst thou an arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou shouldst have provM it 

on me. 
Amidst the sweat and hlood of yonder field. 
When, thro' the tumult of the war I sought thee^ 
Fenc'd in with nations. 

Baj, Curse upon the stars 
That fated us ttf^ifierent scenes of slaughter I 
()h 1 could my sword have met thee 1-—^ 

Tarn. Thou hadst then. 
As now, been in my pow'r, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gift — Yes, B^yazet, 
1 bid thee, live. — << So much my soul disdains 
<* That thou shouldst think I can fear aught but 

Heav'n:" 
Nay more ; couldst thou forget thy brutal fierceness^ 
And form thyself to manhood, I would bid thee 
Live, and be still a king, that thou mayst learn 
What man should be to man, in war remembering 
The common tie and brotherhood of kind. 
This royal tent, with such of thy domestics 
As can be found, shall wait upon thy service ; 
Nor will I use my fortune to demand 
Hard terms of peace, but such as thou mayst offer 
With honour, 1 with honour may receive. 

[Tamerlane signs to an officer^ who unbinds BajazAt. 

J3iij 
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Baj, Ha ! sayst thou — no— our prophet's vengeance 
blast me, 
If thou shalt buy my friendship with thy empire. 
Damnation on thee ! thou smooth fawning talker I 
Give me again my chains, that I may curse thee. 
And gratify my rage : or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain fool, and play with thy perdition, 
Remember I'm thy foe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy folly on thy head I 

Tarn. Be still my foe. 
Great minds, like Heav'n, are pleas'd in doing goodie 
Tho' the ungrateful subjefts of their favours 
Are barren in return : " thy stubborn pride, 
** That spurns the gentle office of humanity, 
** Shall in my honour own, and thy despite, 
** I have done as I ought." Virtue still does 
With sconi the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject souls do goad, and hope reward : 
Above the worthless trophies men can raise. 
She seeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praise. 
But with herself, herself the goddess pays. 

\^Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanalsp 
Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants, 

Baj, Come, lead me to my dungeon ; plunge mc 
• down 
Deep from the hated sight of man and day, 
Where, under covert of the friendly darkness. 
My soul may brgod, at Iciisure, o'er its anguish, 

Om. Our royal master would with noble usage. 
Make your misfortunes light : he bids you hope— 
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Baj, I teil theci slave, I have ^ook hands with hope^ 
And all my thoughts are rage, despair, and horror. 
Ha t wherefore am I thus \ — Perdition seize tne 1 
But my coid blood runs shiv'ring to my heart. 
As at some phantom, that in dead of night. 
With dreadful adiion stalks around our beds. 
The rage and fiercer passions of my breast 
Arc lost in new confusion. ■ 

Enter Haly« 

Arpasia I — Haly I 

Ha» Oh, emperor I for whose hard fate our prophet 
And all the heroes of thy sacred race 
Are sad in paradise, thy faithful Haly, 
The slave of all thy pleasures^ in this ruin, 
This universal shipwreck of thy fortunes, 

Enter Arpasia. 

Has gathered up this treasure for thy arms : 

Nor ev*n the viftor, haughty Tamerlane, 

(By whose conunand once more thy slave beholds 

thee) 
Denies this blessing to thee, but, with honour. 
Renders thee back thy queen, thy beauteous bride, 

Baj. Ohl had her eyes, with pity, seen my sorrows. 
Had she the softness of a tender bride, 
Heav*n could not have bestow'd a greater blessing, 
And love had made amends for loss of empire. 
But see^ what fury dwells upon her charms 1 
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What lightning flashes from her angry eyes I 
With a malignant joy she views my ruin : 
Even beauteous in her hatred, still she charms me^ 
And awes my fierce tumultuous soul to love. 

Arp. And dar'st thou hope, thou tyrant I ravishert 
That Heav*n has any joy in store for thee \ 
Look back upon the sum of thy past life. 
Where tyranny, oppression, and injustice. 
Perjury, murders, swell the black account ; 
Where lost Arpasia's wrongs stand bleeding fresh. 
Thy last recorded crime. But Heav'n has found 

thee; 
At length the tardy vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
My weary soul shall bear a little longer 
The pain of life, to call for justice on thee : 
That once complete, sink to the peaceful grave. 
And lose the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Baj, Thou rail'st ! I thank thee for it — Be perverse. 
And muster all the woman in thy soul ; 
Goad me with curses, be a very wife. 
That I may fling off this tame love, and hate thee* 

Enter Moneses. [Bajazet starting^, 

Hal Keep thy temper, heart ; nor take alarm 
At a slave*s presence. 

Mon, It is Arpasia I — Leave me, thou cold fear. 
Sweet as the rosy morn she breaks upon me. 
And sorrow, like the night's unwholesome shade^ 
Gives way before the golden dawn she brings. 
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Baj, {^Advancing towards Am,'\ Ha, Christian t Is it 
well that we meet thui ? 
Is this thy faith } 

Mortp Why does thy frowning brow 
Put on this form of fury ? Is it strange 
We should meet here companions in misfortune. 
The captives in one common chance of war ? 
Nor shouldst thou wonder that my sword has fail'd 
Before the fortune of viflorious Tamerlane, 
When thou, with nations like the sanded shore, 
With half the warring world upon thy side, 
Couldst not stand up against his dreadful battle, 
Ttiat cnishM thee with its shock. Thy men can 

witness. 
Those cowards that forsook me in the combat, 
My sword was not unaflive. 

Baj, No — 'tis false ; 
Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek ? Thou hasf 
Betray'd her to the Tartar; or even worse, 
Pale with thy fear, didst lose her like a coward ; 
And like a coward now, would cast the blame 
On fortune and ill stars. 

Men. Ha ! saidst thou, like a coward i 
What sant'lity, what majesty divine 
Hast thou put on, to guard thee from my rage, 
That thus thou dar*st to wrong me ? 

Baj, Out, thou slave. 
And know me for thy lor d 

Man, I tell thee, tyrant. 
When in the pride of power thou sat*st on high» 



45 TAMERLANE. A£tlU 

When like an idol thou wcrt vainly worshipped. 
By prostrate wretches, born with slavish souls ; 
Ev'n when thou wert a king, thou wert no more. 
Nor greater than Moneses; born of a race 
Royal, and great as thine. What art thou now then? 
The fate of war has set thee with the lowest j 
And captives (like the subjects of the grave) 
Losing distindlion, serve one common lord. 

Baj, Brav'd by this dog 1 Now give a loose to rage. 
And curse thyself; curse thy false cheating prophet. 
Ha! yet there's some revenge. Hear me, thou 

Christian 1 
Thou leftist that sister with me : — Thou impostor t / 
Thou boaster of thy honesty 1 Thou liar t 
But take her to thee back. 
Now to explore my prison*— If it holds 
Another plague like this, the restless damn'd 
(If Mufties lie not) wander thus in hell ; 
From scorching flames to chilling frosts they run. 
Then from their frosts to fires return again, 
And only prove variety of pain. 

[Ex€unt Bajazet and Haly; 

Arp. Stay, Bajazet, I charge thee by my wrongs I 
Stay and unfold a tale of so much horror 
As only fits thy telling.-— Oh, Moneses I 

" Mon, Why dost thou weep ? Why this tem- 
pestuous passion, 
** That stops thy falt'ring tongue short on my name \ 
** Oh, speak I unveil this mystery of sorrow, 
<' And draw the4ismal scene at once to sight* 
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** Arp. Thou art undone, lost, ruin*d, and undone \ 

** Man, I will not think 'tis so, while I have thee; 
" While thus 'tis given to fold thee in my arms ; 
•' For while I sigh upon thy panting bosom, 
" The sad remembrance of past woes is lost. 

•* Arp. Forbear to sooth thy soul with flattering 
thoughts, ^ 

" Of evils overpast, and joys to come : 
«« Our woes are like the genuine shade beneath> 
** Where fate cuts off the very hopes of day, 
" And everlasting night and hprror reign." 

Mon. By all the tenderness and chaste endearments 
Of our past love, I charge thee, my Arpasia, 
To ease my soul of doubts ! Give me to know, 
At onCev the utmost malice of my fate I 

uirp. Take then thy wretched share in all I suffer. 
Still partner of my heartl Scarce hadst thou left 
The sultan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Soft'ning the pride and fierceness of his temper. 
With gentle speech' made offer of his love. 
Amaz'd, as at the shock of sudden death, 
I started into tears, and often urg'd 
(The* still in vain) the difference of our faiths. 
At last,, as flying to the utmost refuge. 
With lifted hands and streaming eyes, I own*d 
The fraud; which when we first were made his 

pris'ners, 
" Conscious of my unhappy form, and fearing, 
" For thy dear life,** I forc'd thee to py t on 
Thy borrowM name of brother, mine of sister; 
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Hiding beneath that veil the nearer tie 

Our mutual tows had made before the priest. 

Kindling to rage at hearing of my story, 

Then, be it so, he cryM : Think*st thou thy vows^ 

Giv'n to a slave, shall bar me from thy beauties } 

Then bade the pnest pronounce the marriage rites 1 

Which he perform'd ; whilst, shrieking with despair, 

I caird, in vain, the pow'rs of Heav*n to aid me. 

Mon. Villain 1 Imperial villain ! — Oh, the coward I 
Aw'd by his guilt, tho* back*d by force and power. 
He durst not, to my face^ avow his purpose | 
But, in my absence, like a lurking thief. 
Stole on my treasure, and at once undid me. 

Arp, Had they not kept me from the means of deatb^ 
Forgetting all the rules of Christian sufiering, 
I had done a desp'rate murder on my soul. 
Ere the rude slaves, that waited on his will. 
Had forc'd me to his ■ ■ 

Mon. Stop thee there, Arpasia, 
And bar my fancy from the guilty scene I 
Let not thought enter, lest the busy mind 
Should muster such a train of monstrous image* 
As would distra6l me. Oh 1 I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely hoard of sweets, where all my joy» 
Were treasured up, to have thee rifled thus 1 
** Thus torn untasted from my eager wishes I" 
But I will have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The sovereign judge of equity on earth) 
Shall do me justice on this mighty robber. 
And render back thy beauties to Moneses* 



1 



Arp. And who shall render back my peace, toy ho- 
nouTy 
The spotless whiteness of my virgin soul ? 
Ah I no, Moneses — Think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted love to thy chaste arms : 
I am the tyrant^s wife. Oh, fatal title t 
And, in the sight of all the saints, have sWorn^ 
By honour, womanhood, and blushing shame, 
To know no second bride-bed but my grave. 

•* Mon. T swear it must not be* since still my ey* 
•« Finds thee as heav'nly white, as angel pure 
" As in the earliest hours pf life thou wert : 
" Nor art thou his, but mine ; thy first vow's mine, 
*• Thy soul is mine. 

" Arp. 01 think not, that the pow'r 
** Of most persuasive eloquence can make me 
** Forget I've been another's, been his wife. 
« Now, by my blushes, by the strong confusion 
*^ And anguish of my heart, spare me, Moneses, 
" Nor urge my trembling virtue to the precipice.** 
Shortly, oh I very shortly, if my sorrows 
Divine aright, *iind Heav'n be gracious to me, 
Death shall dissolve the fatal obligation, 
" And give me up to peace, to that blest plaqe 
" Where the good rest from care and anxious life* 

<< Mm. Oh, teach me, thou fair saint, like thee td 
suffer 1 
** Teach me, with hardy piety, to combat 
" The present ills : instruct my eyes to pass 
*< The narrow bounds of life, this land of sorrow, 

E 
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^ Andy with bold hopes, to view the realms beyond 
<< Those distant beauties of the future state. 
«« Tell me, Arpasia — say, what joys are those 
** That wait to crown the wretch who sufiTers here ? 
<< Oh 1 tell me, and sustain my failing faith. 

•' Arp, Imagine somewhat exquisitely fine, 
«' Which fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd mind 
<< Can barely know^, unable to describe it ; 
*< Imagine 'tis a traft of endless joys 
«< Without satiety or interruption ; 
** Imagine 'tis to meet, and part no more. 

" Mott, Grant, gentle Heav'n, that such may be our 
lot I 
** Let us be blest together.— -Oh, my soul I 
<< Build on that hope, and let it arm thy courage 
<< To struggle with the storm that parts us now.'* 

Arp, Yes, my Moneses I now the surges rise. 
The ^welling sea breaks in between our barks, 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks. 
Farewell 1 My soul lives with thee. ■ ■ 

Mon, Death is parting, 
'Tis the last sad adieu 'twixt soul andi>ody. 
But this is somewhat worse^— My joy, ray comfort. 
All that was left in life, fleets after thee ; 
<< My aking sight hangs on thy parting beauties, 
<< Thy lovely eyes, all drown*d in floods of sorrow. 
« So sinks the setting sun beneath the waves, 
<« And leaves the traveller, in pathless woods, 

« Benighted and forlorn Thus, with sad eyes, 

** Westward he turns, to mark the light's decay. 



AS ML TAMERLANE. 5I 

** Till, having lost the last faint glimpse of day, 
" Cheerless^ in darkness, he pursues his way.'* 

[Exeunt Moneses and Arpasia itoetaUy, 



jcrni. SCENE h 



The inside of the royal tent. Enter Axalla, Selima^' 
*' and Women Attendants* 

« Axalia. 
'^ Can there be aught in love beyond this proof, 
** This wondrous proof, I give thee of my faith I 
^< To tear thee from my bleeding bosom thus I 
" To rend the strings of life, to set thee free, 
"And yield thee to a cruel father's power, 
" Foe to my hopes I What canst thou pay me back, 
" What but thyself, thou angel I for this fondness \ 

" SeL Thou dost upbraid me, beggar as I am, ' 
•* And urge me with my poverty of love. 
** Perhaps thou think*st, 'tis nothing for a maid 
" To struggle through the niceness of her sex, 
" The blushes and the fears, and own she loves* 
" Thou think'st' 'tis nothing for my artless heart 
** To own my weakness, and confess thy triumph. * 

<< Ak. Ohl yes I own it; my charm*d ears ne'er* 
Icnew * 

" A sound of so much rapture, so much joy. 
" Not voices, instruments, not warbling birds, ' 

^* Not winds, not murm'ring waters join'd in concert, 

Eij 
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'< Not tuneful nature, not th' according spheres^ 

" Utter such harmony, as when my Selima, 

** With down-cast looks and blushes, s^id — I love.— 

/' «S</. And yet thou say'st, I am ^ niggard to thee. 
<< I swear the balance shall be held between us, 
** And love be judge, if, after all the tenderness, 
*' Tears and confusion of my virgin soul, 
<< Thou «hould»t complain of aught, unjust Axalla V* 

Jx, Why was I ever blest I— Why is remembrance 
Rich with a thousand pleasing images 
Of past enjoyments, since *tis but plague to me ? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it ease me 
To think of all the golden minutes past, 
To think that thou wert kind, ai)d I was happy ? 
But like an angel fall'n from bliss, to curso 
My present state, and mourn the hcav'n I've lost. 

^L Hope better for us both ; nor l^t thy fears. 
Like an unlucky omen, cross my way. 
<< My father, rough and stormy in his nature, 
<< To me was always gentle, and, with fondness 
<< Paternal, evei met me with a blessing. 
<< Oft, when offence had stirr'd him to such fury, 
<' That not grave counsellors for wisdom fam'd, 
<' Nor hardy captains that had fought his battles, 
<< Pcesum'd to speak, but struck with awful dread, 
<| Were hush*d as death ; yet has he smil'd on me, 
<' Kiss'd me, and bade me utter all my purpose, 
<< Till, with my idle prattle, I had sooth'd himt 
*' And won him from his anger. 
.«M«. OhI I know 
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" Thou hast a tongue to charm the wildest tempers. 
^* Herds would forget to grai:e, and savage beasts 
'* Stand still and lose their fierceness, but to hear thee^ 
" As if they had refledtion, and by reason 
<' Forsook a less enjoyment for a greater* 
** But, oh ! when I revolve each circumstance^ 
*< My Christian faith, my service closely bound 
« To Tamerlane, my master, and my friend, 
** Tell me, my charmer, if my fears are vain ? 
<< Think what remains for me, if the fierce sultan 
" Should doom thy beauties to another's bed 1'* 

Set. 'Tis a sad thought : but to appease thy doubts^ 
Here,' in the awful sight of Heav'n, I vow 
No pow'r shall e'er divide me from thy love, 
Ev'n duty shall not force me to be false. 
My cruel stars may tear thee from my arms, 
But never from my heart ; << and when the maids 
^^ Shall yearly come with garlands of fresh flow'rs, 
<* To mourn with pious office o'er my grave, 
** They shall sit sadly down, and weeping tell 
*' How well I lovM, how much I sufier'd for thee : 
** And while they grieve my fate, shall praise my 
constancy." 
Ax. But see, the sultan comes I^—*' My beating 
heart 
^' Bounds with exulting motion ; hope and fear 
** Fight with alternate conquest in my breast. 
«* Oh I can I give her from me k Yield her up > 
'* Now mourn, thou god of love, since honour triumphs^ 
*' And crowns his cruel altars with thy spoils, 

£iij 
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Enter Bajazet. 

Baj* To liave a nauseous courtesy forced on tne^ 
Spite of my will, by an insulting foe ! 
Ha I they would break the fierceness of my temper. 
And make me supple for their slavish purpose. 
Curse pn their fawning arts 1 " From Heav'n itself 
*^ I would not, on such terms, receive a benefit', 
** But spurn it back upon the giver's hand.*' 

[Selima comes Jorzoard and kneels to Bajazet* 
Stl. My lord ! my royal father I 
Baj. Ha 1 what art thou ? 
What heavenly innocence 1 that in a form 
So knowQ, BO lov*d, hast left thy paradise, 
For joyless prison, for this place of woe I 
Art thou my Selima ? 

Sel, Have you forgot me ? 
Alq.s, my piety is then in vain 1 
Your Selim9» your daughter whom you lov'd^ 
The fondling once of her dear father*s arms. 
Is qome to claim her share in his misfortunes ; 
*^ To Wfiit ai}4 tend him with obsequious duty; 
** To sit, and weep for every care he feels ;** 
To hi^p to wear the tedious minutes out. 
To soften bondage, and the loss of empire. 

Baj. Now, by our prophet, if my wounded mind 
Could know a thought of peace, it would be now : 
£v'n from thy prj9,ting infancy thou wert 
My joy, my little angel; smiling comfort 
Came with thee, sjtill to glad me. Now I'm curs'd 
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£v'n in thee too. Reproach and infam^r 

Attend the Christian dog t* whom thou wert (rusted* 

To see thee here^^'twere better see thee de^d 1 

jix. Thus Tamerianey to royal Bajazet, 
With Idngly greeting sends : since with the brave 
(The' bloody business of the fight once ended) 
Stern hate and opposition ought to cease ; 
Thy queen already to thy arms restor*d, 
Receive this second gift, thy beauteous daughter ; 
And if there be ajight farther in thy wish, 
Demand with honour, and obtain it freely. 

Mqj» Bear back thy fulsome greeting to thy master; 
Teli him, I'll none on't. Had he been a god, 
All his omnipotence could not restore 
My tanne diminish'd, loss of sacred honour. 
The radiancy of majesty eclipsed : 
For aught besides, it is not worth my care ; 
The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 

Ax, Enough of war the wounded earth has known ; 
** Weary at length, and wasted with destru6lion, 
*< Sadly she rears her ruin'd head, to shew 
** Her cicies humbled, and her countries spoiPd, 
** And to her mighty masters sues for peace." 
Oh, sultan 1 by the Pow'r divine I swear, 
With joy I would resign the savage trophies 
In blood and battle gain*d, could I atone 
The fatal breach *twixt thee and Tamerlane j 
And think a soldier's glory well bestow'd 
To buy mankind a peace. 
Baj. And what art thoUy 
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That dost presume to mediate 'twixt the rage 
Of angry kings } 

Ax, A prince, born of the noblest. 
And of a soul that answers to that birthy 
That dares not but do well. Thou dost pat on 
A forc'd forgetfulnessy.thus not to know me, 
A guest so lately to thy court, then meeting 
On gentler terms. 

Sei, Could aught efface the merit 
Of brave Axalla's name ? yet when your daughter 
Shall tell how well, how nobly she was us'd» 
How light this gallant prince made all her bondage^ 
Most sure the royal Bajazet will own 
That honour stands indebted to such goodness. 
Nor can a monarch's friendship more than pay it. 
Baj, Ha I know'st thou that, fond girl ? — Go— *tia 
not well. 
And when thou couldst descend to take a benefit 
From a vile Christian, and thy father's foe. 
Thou didst an a^ dishonest to thy race : 
Henceforth, unless thou meanest to cancel all 
My share in thee, and write thyself a bastard. 
Die, starve, know any evil, any pain. 
Rather than taste a mercy from these dogs. 
Sel. Alasl Axallal 
Ax. Weep not, lovely maid I 
I swear, '< one pearly drop from those fair eyes 
«< Would over-pay the service of my life V 
One sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry father's frowns and fierceness. 
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Baj. Oh, my curst fiortune t-<- Am I faUMi thus low 1 
Dishonour'd to ray face I Thou earth-born thing ! 
Thou clod 1 how hast thou dar*d to lift thy eyes 
Up to the sacred race of mighty Ouoman, 
Whom kings, whom e'en our prophet's holy offspring 
At distance have beheld i And what art thou } 
What glorious titles blazon out thy birth } 
Thou yiU obscurity I ha I — say — thou base one. 

Ax, Thus challeng'd, virtue, modest as she is, 
Stands up .to do herself a common justice : 
Tp answer, aad assert that inborn merit, 
That worth, which conscious to herself she feels. 
Were honour to be scann'd by long descent, 
From ancestors illustrious, I could vaunt 
A lineage of the greatest, and recount. 
Among my fathers, names of ancient story, 
Heroes and god-like patriots, who subdu'd 
7be world by arms and virtue, and, being Romans, 
Scom'd to be kings ; but that be their own praise : 
Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 
Myself an undeserver* I could prove 
My friendship such, as thou might'st deign t* accept 
With honour, when it comes with friendly office. 
To render back thy crown, and former greatness ; 
" And yet e'en this, e'en'all is poor, when Selima, 
" With matchless worth, weighs down the adverse 
scale." 

Baj, To me give back what yesterday took from me. 
Would be to give like Heav'n, when having finished 
Tills world (the goodly work of hi$ creatipn) 
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He bid his favourite man be lord of a^l. 
But this 

Ax. Nor is this gift beyond my pow'r. 
Oft has the mighty master of my arms 
UrgM me, with large ambition, to demand 
Crowns and dominions from his bounteous pow'r s 
'Tis true, I wav'd the proffer, and have held it 
The worthier choice to wait upon his virtues^ 
To be the friend and partner of his wars. 
Than to be Asia's lord. Nor wonder then. 
If, in the confidence of such a friendship, 
I promise boldly for the royal giver. 
Thy crown aiui empire. 

Baj. For our daughter thus 
Mean'st thou to barter ? Ha 1 1 tell thee, Christiani 
There is but one, one dowry thou canst give, 
And I can ask, worthy my daughter's love. 

Ax. Oh I name the mighty ransom ; task my pow'r ; 
Let there be danger, difficulty, death, 
T' enhance the price. 

Baj. I take thee at thy word. 
Bring me the Tartar's head* 

Ax. Hal 

Baj, Tamerlane's 1 
That death, that deadly poison, to my glory. 

Ax. Prodigious! Horrid! * 

5^/. Lost ! for ever lost ! 

Baj, And couldst thou hope to bribe me with aught 
else i 
With a vile peace, patch'd up on slavish terms? 
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With tributary kingship ? ^Nol To merit 

A recompence from me, sate my revenge. 

The T^car is my bane, I cannot bear him : 

One heav'n and earth can never hold us both ; , 

Still shall we hate, and with defiance deadly 

JCecp rage alive, till one be lost for ever : 

As if two suns should meet in the meridian. 

And strive in fiery combat for the passage. 

Wccp'st thou, fond girl } Now as thy king, and 

father, 
f charge thee, drive this slave from thy remembrance I 
Hate shall be pious in thee. Come and join 

[Laying hid on her AaniL 
To curse thy father's foes# 
. *• Sel, Undone for ever ! 
** Now, tyrant duty, art thou yet obeyed ? 
*f There is no more to give thee. Oh, AxaDa f 

[Bajazet leads out Selima, sAe looking back om 
Axalla. . 
« Ax. ».Tis what I fear'd; fool that I was t 'obey ! 
f* The coward love, that could not bear her frown, 
'* Has wrought his own undoing. Perhaps e*en now 
*• The tyrant's rage prevails upon her fears : 
"Fiercely he storms} she weeps, and sighs, and 

trembles, 
•* But swears at length to think on mc no more. 
" He bade me take her. But, oh, gracious honourl 
•* Upon what terms ? My soul yet shudders at it, 
** And stands but half recovered of her fright. 
** The head of Tamerlane 1 monstrous impiety t 
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•* Bleed^ bleed to death, my heart, be virtue's martyr* 
" Oh, emperor! I own I ought to give thee 
** Some nobler mat-k, than dying, of my faith. 
" Then let the pains I feel my friendship prove, 
** 'Tis easier far to die, than cease to lote. 

[Exit Axallff* 

SCENE ir. 

TAMERLANE*i Camp* ** Enter severally MonbsbS| 
and Prince ^/'Tanais. 

** Mon. If I not press untimely on his leisure, 
*< You would much bind a stranger to your service^ 
<< To give me means of audience from the dmperor« 

** Pr. Most willingly ; tho* for the present moment 
** We must intr^at your stay ; he holds him private*' 

<< Mon. His counsel^ I presume } 

" Pr. Ko, the affair 
« Is not of earthy but hcav'n— A holy mkh, 
<< (One whom our prophet's law calls such) a dervisc> 
** Keeps him in conference. 

<* Mon, Hours of religion, 
^* Especially of princes^ cliims a reverence, 
•« Nor will be interrupted. 

«« Pr. What his business 
** Imports we know not; but with earnest suit, 
<< This morn', he begg'd admittance. Our grtat 

master 
<« (Than whom none bows mere lowly to high Hesv'n) 



<< In revercbd regard holds all that htat 
** Relation to retigion^ and, on notice 
" Of his re()uesty received him on the instant. 
'< Mon, We will attend his pleasure. lEfuwa.** 

inter Tamerlane and « Dervise. 

Tom* Thou bring'st me thy credentials from the 
highest. 
From AUia, and our prophet. Speak thy message. 
It must import the best and noblest ends. 

Der* Thua speaks our holy Mahomet^ who has 
giv^n thee 
To reign and conquer : ill dost thou repay 
The bouBtka of his hand, unmindful of 
The fountain whence thy streams of greatness flovr. 
Thou hast forgot high Heav'n hast beaten down 
And trampled on religion's sani^ity. 

Tan. N0W9 as I am a soldier and a king, 
(The greatest names of honour) do but make 
Thy imputation out, and Tamerlane 
Shall do thee ample justice cfn himself. 
So rouds the sacred name of Heaven awes me. 
Could I sitspe^ my soul of harbouring aught 
To its dishonour, I would search it strictly, 
And 4mc th* offending thought with fury forth. 

Der, Yes, thou hast hurt our holy prophet's 
honour, 
By fostering the pernicious Christian se6l : 
Those, whom his sword pursu'd, with fell destru^Mon, 
Thou tak'st into thy bosom, to thy councils ; 

F 
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They are thytonly friends. The true bielievers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tam. I fear me, thou out-go*st the prophet's order^ 
And bjing'st his venerable. name to shelter • 
A rudeness ill-becoming thee to use. 
Or me to suffer. Whcn'thoif nam*st my friend, 
Thou.nam^st a man .beyond a m6nk*s 'discerning. 
Virtuous and great, a warrior and a prince. 
^Dcr, He is a Christian ; there our law condemn^ 
him^ iv . > 

Altho*<he were ev*nall thou speak'st, and more. 
Tam, 'Tis false ; no law divine condemns the vix'« 
tuous. 
For differing from the rules your schools devise* 
Look round, how Providence bestows alike 
Sunshine and rain, to bless the fruitful year. 
On different nations, all of diff 'rent faiths ; 
And (tho* by several namesjind titles worshippM) 
Heav*n takes the various tribute of their praise ; 
Since all agree to own, at least to mean, 
One best, one greatest, only Lord^of all. 
•* Thus,, when he view'd the many forms of nature, 
^* He found that all was good, and blest the fair va- 
riety." ' - ■ -' I , 
Dtr. Most impious and profane 1— Kay, frown not^ 
prince! ,>.... . i ..• 
Pull of the prophet, I despise the danger 
Thy angry .power may threaten. , I command thee 
To hear, and to obey ; since thus says Mahomet i 
Why have I made thee dreadful to the nations } 
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Why have I giv'n thee conquest ; but to spread 
My sacred law ev*n to the utmost earth. 
And make my holy Mecca the world's worship ? 
Go on, and wheresoever thy arms shall prosper. 
Plant, there the prophet's name ; with sword and 6rc 
Drive out all other faiths, and let the world 
Confess: him only, ... 

Tarn. Had he but commanded 
My bward to conquer all,.»to make the worid 
Know but one Lord, the task were not so hard, 
'Xwere but.to.'do what has been done already ; 
And Philip's son, and Csesar did as much ; 
But to subdue;th'.iincoifquerable mind, . 
To make one reason have the same effect 
Upon all apprehensions ; to force this 
Or this man, just to think as thou and I do^ 
Impossible I Unlesis souls were alike 
In all, which di$er now like human faces. 
1 Der,, Well might the holy cause be carry M on. 
If Mussulmen did not make war on Mussulmen. 
WJny hold'st thou captive a believing monarch I 
Now, as thou hop'st to* 'scape the prophet'^ curse, 
Release the royal Bajazet, and join, 
With force united, to destroy the Christians. 

Tarn, *Tis well— l*ve found the cause that mov'd 
thy zeal. 
What shallow politician set thee on, 
In hopes to fright me this way to compliance ? 

Der* Our prophet only- 

Tam^ No— thou dost belie him« 



64 TAMI&LAHB. A^ tIL 

Thou maker of new faiths t that dar'st to baik] 
Thy fond inventions on religion's namew 
Religion's lustre is, by native innocence. 
Divinely pure, and simple from all arts ; 
You daub and dress her like a common mistress. 
The harlot of your fancies ; and by adding 
False beauties, which she lyants not, make the world 
Suspe6t her angel's face is fiml beneath. 
And wo' not bear all lights. Hence I I have found 
. thee. 
Der, I have but one resort* Now aid me, preset. 



Yet I have somewhai fiirther to uoJbld ; 

Our prophet speaks to thee in thujider—thos«*-«— 

[TAe Dervise drams a concealed daggtr^ and «ftr% 

to stab Tamerlane. 

Tam. No, villain,. Heav'n is watchful o'er its wor* 

shippers, \WTtsti9§ the dag^from Idau. 

And. blasts the murderer's . purpose. Hiink, tiiou 

wretch I 
Think on the pains that w»t thy crime, and tremble 
Wh^ I shall doom thee— — 

Der. 'Tis but death at last \ 
And I will suffer greatly for the cause 
Ihat urg'd me first to the bcdd ^efA. 

Tarn, Oh impious I 
Enthusiasm thus makes vilkuns^ martyrs. 
\Pausing,'\ It shall be so — To- die \ 'twere a reward— ^^^ 
-Now learn the difference 'twixt thy faith and n»ne ; 
Thine bids thee lift ihy dag^^r to my tlirozrt i ' 



Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
£!eep thy own wicked secret,. and be. safe ! 
If thou repent 'sc, I have gain*d one to virtue. 
And am, in that, rewarded for my mercy ; „ . 
If thou continu*st stiil to be^he.samei < '. 
*Tis puni^^ent enough* to be a villain. ' 

Hence I from my sight — It shocks my soul to think 
That there is such a monster in my kind. . [£x. Der* 
Whither will man's impiety iextend ? 
Oh, gracious Heav*n 1 dostJthou withhold thy thunder. 
When bold assassins take thy name upon 'em. 
And swear they are the champions jof thy cause f 

Enter Moneses* . 

Man, Oh, emperor ! before whose awful throne 
Th' afflicted never kneel in vain for.justice,. ' 

IKnedingiaTAroJ 
Undone, and ruin'd, blasted in my hopes, ^ * 

Here let me fall before your sacred feet. 
And groan out my misfortunes, till your pity, 
(The last support and refuge that is left roe) 
Shall jaise me from the ground and bid me live. 

^itm. Rise, prince, nor let me reckon up the wortli. 
And tell how boldly that might bid thee ask. 
Lest I shpuld make a merit of my justice, 
The common d,ebt I owe to thee, to all, 
Ev'n to the meanest of mankind, the charter 
By which i claim my crown, and Heaven's prpte^ion. 
Speak, then, as to a king, the sacred name 
Where pow'r is lodg*d, for righteous ends alone. 

F iii 



Mon. One only joy, one blessing'^ ray fioKd bcsuEt 
Had fix'd its wishes oiiy and that i&lsst > 
That slstecy &>r whose safety shy sad soul 
Endur'd a thousand feairs-— -• 

Tam. I well remember, 
When, ere the battle jow'd-, 1 saw^ekee fifsly 
With grief .uncommon- to a brother's \wt^ 
Thoa told*st a moviag> tale o^ her misfortunes^ 
Such as bespoke my pity. Is^ there aughc 
Tbon cansc dismand fpom friendships Mk^ and 
have it. 
Man- First,^oh t let meentfreotyour coyel goocbet^f 
Forgive the folly of a lover's caution, 
That forg'd a tale of folly to dieceive you. 
Said I, she was my sister ?— Oh I tis Biise*; 
She holds a dearer interest in my soul, 
(< Such as the closest ties of blood ne'er knew | 
«« An interest, such as power, wealth and honour 
« Cann't buy, but love, love only, can bestow;" 
She was the mistress of my vows, my bride, 
By contraft mine j and long ere this the priest 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not Bsyazet— — 

Tam. Ha I Bajazet !--«lf yet his pow'r withholds 
The cause of all thy sorrows, all thy fears, 
E'en gratitude for once shall gain upon him* 
Spite of his savage temper, to restore her. 
This morn* a soldier brought a captive beauty, 
Sad, tho* she seem'd, yet of a form more rare. 
By much the noblest spoil of all the field j 
E'en Scipio, or a vi^or yet more cold, 
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Migbe \vs99, forgot kis virtue at her sighft» 
Struck with a pleasing wondieri I bclieid iiery 
Till, by a slave that waited' near her person^ 
I le»ii*d slie was the captive sultan's wife: 
Strait 9 forbid my^ eyes the dangerous Joy 
Of gazing lon^g,^ and sent her t» her lord. 
. Mon. Tbere was Moneses Ikwf. Too sure my heart 
(Prom the first mendon of her wondrous charms} 
Presag'd it could be only my Arpasiar. 
Tarn* Arpasia I didst thoa say ^ 
Mon. Yes, my Arpasia » 

Tarn, Sure I mistake, or fain I would miatake thee $ 
I nam*d the queen of fiajacBeH, his wife. 
Mon. His queen- 1< hia<wi£»K Ue brings tkathoTy 
tide 
To v^rsish o*er the moostrous wiongS'he has done me* 
Tarn. Alas I I fear me, prince,, thy g»njs£r afe just; 
Thou art,, indeed, unhappy/— 

Mon. Can you pity me> 
And} not redress 2 Oby royal Tamerlane 1 [^KmeUng^ 
Thou, succour of the wretched, reach thy mercy 
To save me &om the grave,, and fsom oblLvioii ^ 
Be gracious to the hopes that wait) my youth. 
<* Oh 1 let not sorrow blast me,, lest I wither, 
<* And fall in vile dishonour.** Let thy justice 
Restore mie my Arpafiia \ give her back. 
Back to my wishes^ to my transports g^ve her. 
To* my ibnd>. restless^ bleeding, dying bosom* 
Oh \ give her to me yet while I have life 
To bless thee for the bounty. Oh, Arpasia I 
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fam. Unhapt»y, royal youth, why dost'thou ask 
What honour must deny? Hal is she. not. 
His wife, whom he has wedded> whom ;ei\ioy*d > 
And wouldst thou have my partial friendship break 
That holy knot, which, ty'd once, all mankind 
Agree to hold sacred and undissolveable ? 
The brutal violence would stain my justice. 
And brand me with a tyrant's hated name 
To late posterity. 

Man, Are then the vows. 
The holy vows we register'd in heav'n. 
But common air? 

Tarn. Could thy fond love forget 
The violation of a first enjoyment ?— — - 
But sorrow has disturbed and hurt thy mind. 
, Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle mRdmam, 
That wanders with a train of hooting boys, 
I do a thousand things to shame my reason. 
Then let me fly, and bear my follies with me, 
Far, far from the world's sight. Honour and fame. 
Arms, and the glorious war shall be forgotten ; 
No noble sound of greatness, or ambition. 
Shall wake my drowsy soul from her dead sleep. 
Till the last trump do summon. 

Tarn, Let thy virtue ■ 
Stand up and answer to these warring passions, 
That vex thy manly temper. From the molnent 
When first I saw thee, something wondrous no.ble 
Shone thro' thy form, and won my friendship for thee. 
Without the tedious form of long acquaintance j 



Nor will I lose thee poorly for a womftit* 
Come, droop no xstoxt^ thou shalt with hm? pursue 
True greatness, till we rise to immortJiIity. 
Thou shalt forget these lesser cared, Mdnes^s $ 
Thou shalt, and help me to reform the world* 

Mm* " So the good genius warns his ffiortal chaifgd 
^ To fly the evil fate that still pursues htfn, 
*' Till it have wrought his ruin." Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me.] 
But, oh 1 too deep the wounding grief is fixt, 
For aay hand to heal « 

Tom, This dull despair 
Is the soul's laziness. Rouse to the combat. 
And thou art sure fo eoiK^uer. War shall r^sf df e'fhee ^ 
The sound of arms shall wake fhy rmartistl drdtiiir, 
And cure this amorous sickness of thfy soufi, 
<* Begun by sloth, aiid tiUfS'd by too i^ktit^ e^e« 
«« The idle god of love suplflely dreafws, 
" Amidst inglorious shades and pUrfifig ^ream^s 
** In rosy fetters and farttasiic chains, 
<< He bkids deluded maids and sample S^atn^; 
« With soft eujoymetrfs wooes tfccitt !W forget 
«* The hardy toils add labours cyf the gretf*. 
«* But if the warlike tjrumipet's loud alarms 
** To virtuocrs a€^s exdte, and tttartly arAi6, 
«* The coward boy avows Ms abject fear, 
•* Oft silken wings sublime he cuts the air, 
<* Scar'd at the noble noise and thunder of the War/* 

*rke boy i fond Love, 
U nuf^d and Sred in shtk, dndt^o muck ease^ 
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Near purling streams^ in gloomy shades^ he lies, 

^nd loosely tkere^ instruQs kis votaries. 

Honour^ and oBive virtue to despise* 

But if the trumpets echo from afar. 

On silken wings sublime he cuts the air. 

Scared at the noise and clangor of the war. [Exeunt. 



ACTIV. SCENE I. 



Ba jAZET'i Tent. Enter Halt, and the Dervisc. 






Hafy. 

To 'scape with life from, an attempt like this, 
Demands my^ wonder justly. 

Der. True, it may; 
But 'tis a principle of his new faith ; 
*Tis what his Christian favourites have inspir'd. 
Who fondly make a merit of forgiveness. 
And give their foes a second opportunity. 
If the first blow should miss. — Failing to serve 
The. sultan to my wish, and e'en despairing 
Of further means t' efFea his liberty, 
A lucky accident retriv'd my hopes. 

Ifa. The prophet and our master will reward 
Thy zeal in their behalf; but speak thy purpose. 

Der. Just ent'ring here I met the Tartar general. 
Fierce Omar, 

Ha. He commands, if I mistake not, 
This quarter of the army, and our guards. 
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Der, The same. By his stern aspefl", and the fires 
That kindled in his eyes, I guess'd the tumult 
Some wrong had raised in his tempestuous soul ; 
A friendship of old date had giv'n me privilege 
To ask of his concerns. In short, I learn 'd, 
: That burning for the sultan's beauteous daughter. 
He had begg'd her, as a captive of the war. 
From Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial 
Of what he thopght his services might claim. 
Loudly he storms^ and curses the Italian, 
As cause of this affront. I join'd his rage, 
A fid added to his injuries, the wrongs' 
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
But see, he comes. Improve what I shall tell, " 
And all we wish is ours. 

\Thcy seem to talk together aside* 

Enter Omar. 

Om, No if I forgive it, 

Dishonour blast my name 1 Was it for this 
That I directed his first steps to greatness, 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is ? 
" When our great Cam first bent his eyes towards 

him, 
" (Then petty prince of Parthia) and, by me 
** Persuaded, rais'd him to his daughter's bed, 
*' Call'd him his son, and successor of the empire ;" 
Was it for this, that like a rock I stood 
And stemmM a torrent of our Tartar lords. 



C 
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Who 8com*d his upstart sway f When Calibes, 
In bold rebcUiop, drew e'en half the provinces 
To own his cau$e^ I, like hi^ better angel| 
Stood by his shaking throne, and fixM it fast; 
And am I now so lost to his remembraocey 
Thaty when \ ask a captive, he shall tell me. 
She is Axa]la*s right, his Christian minion I 

Der, Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injur*d thus, why right you not yourself? 
The prize you ask is in your power, 

Om. It is, 
And I will seize it in despite of Tamerlanef 
And that Italian dog. 

Ha. What need offeree. 
When every thing concurs to meet your wishes ? 
Our mighty master would not wish a son 
Kobler than Omar. From a father's hand 
Receive that daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane 
Has to your worth deny*d. 

Om, Now, by my arms. 
It will be great revenge. What wiU your sisltan 
Give to the man that shall restore his liberty, 
I^s crown, and give him pow'r to wreak his hatred 
Upon his greatest foe ? 

Ha. All he can ask. 
And far beyond his wish.— [irvmptti* 

Qm. These trumpets speak 
The emperor's approach ; he comes once more 
To offer terms of peace. Retij^e within. 



I will know farther — he groyt^s deadly f«me ; 

And curse mc, prophet, if I npt repay 

His hate with retribution fiiU as mortal. \_Exmnt, 

SCENE IL 

" ' I i» 

Dram, and discovers Ar?asia lying on a Cot^L 

SONG. 

To thee^ gintU Sleeps aione 

Is owing all our peace. 
By thee our joys arc heightened shown. 

By thee our sorrows cease* 
The nymph tohose hand, by fraud orfrircCf, 

Some tyrant has possessed, 
fy thee, obtaining a divorce, 

In her own choice is bless' 4, 
Oh, sli^ ! Arpasia bids, thee stay ; 

The sadly weeping fr^ir 
Conjures thee, not to lose in day 

The objeQ of her carcn J 

To grasp whose pleasing form she sfiught. 

That motion chas'd her sleep \ 
Thi^ by ourselves are of C nest wrought 

The griefs, for which zae weep, 

Arp, Oh, death I thou gentk end of human 9orro^»f 
Still must my weary eye^Ud^ vainly wake 
In tedious expectation of thy peace i 
V^hy stand thy thpiisand thous^pd doors 9till openi 
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To take the wretched in, if stern religion ' • * 

Guard every passage, and forbids my entrance ? — ^ 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia swallow fire, ^ 

When urg'd with griefs beyond a mortal sufferance; 
But here it must not be. Think then, Arpasia, 
Think on the sacred diftates of thy faith, 
And let that arm thy virtue to perform 
What Cato's daughter durst not I— Live, Arpasia, 
And dare to be unhappy. ^ ^ > 

Enter Tamerlane. ' ^i 

Tarn. When fortune smiles upon the soldier's arms, 
And adds e'en beauty to adorn his conquest, ' 
Yet she ordains the fair should know no fears, 
** No sorrows to pollute their lovely eyes, 
** But should be us'de'en nobly, as herself, , 
*« The queen and goddess of the warrior's vows."— 
Such welcome as a camp can give, fair sultaness. 
We hope you have receiv'd j it shall be larger. 
And better as it may. 

Arp. Since I have borne 
That miserable mark of fatal greatness, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions ; 
Sceptres and fetters are grown equal to me, 
And the best change my fate can bring is death. 

Tarn, " When sorrow dwells in such an angel form, 
« Well may we guess that those above are mourners j 
*< Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding innocence 
** Suffers some wondrous violation here, 
« To make the saints look sad." Oh! teach my power 
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To cure those ills which you unjustly suffer. 
Lest Heav'n should wrest it from my idle hand. 
If I look on, and see you weep in vain. 

Arp, Not that my soul disdains the generous aid 
Thy royal goodness proffers: but, oh, emperor 1 
It is not in my fate to be made happy ; 
Nor will I listen to the coz'ner, Hope, 
But stand resolvM to bear the beating storm 
That roars around me : safe in this alone. 
That I am not immortal. — ^Tho' 'tis hard, 
Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee, 
(Dear native Greece !) and you, ye weeping maids. 
That were companions of my virgin youth I 
My Aoble parents I Oh, the grief of heart. 
The pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend ages to the grave with sorrow. 
And yet there is a woe surpassing all : 
Ye saints and angels, give me of your constancy, 
If you expert I shall endure it long. 

Taw. Why is my pity all that I can give 
To tears like yours ? And yet I fear 'tis all ; 
Kor dare I ask, what mighty loss you mourny 
Lest honour should forbid to give it back. 

Arp, No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou shouldst : 
But know, (tho' to the weakness of my sex 
I yield these tears) my soul is more than man. 
Think, I am born a Greek, nor doubt my virtue ; , 
** A Greek! from whose fam'd ancestors of old 
" Rome drew the patterns of her boasted heroes." . 

Gij 
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They must bt mighty evils that can vanquish 
A Spartan couragei and a Christialn faith* 

EnUr Baiazbt. 

Baj, To know no thought of rest I to haVe the mind 
Still minist'ring fresh plagues, as in a circle. 
Where one dishonoui: treads upon another ; 
What know the fiends beyond it ?— -tta ! by hell, 

\^Seeing Aip. and Tanu 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here ; to rob my love, 
Ahd violate the last retreat of happiness } 

Tarn. But that t read upon thy frowning brow^ 
That war yet lives, and rages in thy breast ; 
Once niore (in pity to the suff *ring world) 
I meant to offer peace.* " 

Baj\ And mean'st thou too 
To treat it with our empress ; and to barter 
The spoils which fortune gave thee for her favours > 

Arp, What would the tyrant ?«^ lAsidt^ 

Baj, Seek'st thou thus our friendship \ 
Is this the royal usage thou didst boast ? 

Tarn, The boiling passion that disturbs thy soul. 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpose dark--* 
Unriddle what thy mystic fury aims at. 

Baj, Is it a riddle ? Read it there explain'd ; 
Thfcre, in my shame. J^ow judge me thou, O prophet^ 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not rage! 
The peasant-hind, begot and born to slavery. 
Yet dares assert a husbaAdl^s sacred right. 
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And guards. his homely couch from violation t 
And shall a monarch tamely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 
. 7am. If I could have wrongM thee. 
If conscious virtue, and all-judging Heav'n^ 
Stood not between to bar ungovernM appetite, 
Wh^t hindered, but in spite of thee, my captive^ 
I might have us'd a vi6lor*s boundless pow*r, 
And sated every wish my soul could form ? 
But to secure thy fears, know, Bajazet^ 
This is among the things I dare not do. 

Baj^ fiy hell, 'tis false 1 else wherefore art thoil 
present? 
What cam'st thou for, but to undo my honour? 
I found thee holding amorous parly with her. 
Gazing and glutting on her wanton eyes. 
And bargaining for pleasures yet to come : 
My life, I knoW| is the devoted price— ^ 
But take it, I am weary of the pain. . 

Tarn. Yet ere thou rashly urge my rage too far^ 
I warn thee to take heed : I am a man, 
And have the frailties common to man's nature^ 
The fiery seeds of wrath are in my temper, 
And may be blown up to so fierce a blaze, 
As wisdom cannot rule. Know, thou hast touch'd me 
£v'n in the nicest, tend'rest part, my honour ; 
My honour ! which, like pow*r, disdains being qucs* 

tion'd ; 
Thy breath has blasted my fair virtue's fame^ 
And marked me for a villain, and a tyrant. . , , ■ 

G iij 



Arp. AAxf ^aiid I \ttft an idle Mbker-of^, 
To see mj wrtoten^e^ ihtir^fe^'d aAtf mangled 
By barbarous hands, nor can rcVtt^e trhit wrott^ H 
Art thou a man, and (lar*st thorf usii Ale thfufis ? [ft Baj. 
Hast thott n6ll torn me from my native coirrtf^. 
From the de^r arrtis of my fementing friends. 
From my soul's peace, and' froitt' ttty injur*'d love I 
Hast thou not rutti'd, Motfed me foi" ever. 
And driv'n rtie (o the brittk of black <fespaii* r 
And is it in thy malice yet to" add' 
A wound more d^ep, t6 stilly my white nattte, 
Mf virtue ?- 
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Baj, Yes, thou hast thy sex's virtues. 
Their aflfeftation, pride, ill-rtatuffe, noise, 
Proneness' to change, e'en firbm the joy t!hat pfeaVrf 



'em: 



So gracious is" yolif idol, dbar variety. 
That for another Ibve you would' foregb 
An angel's form, to mingle with a deVil's; 
** ThPough eV'ry state and rank of men you'^andiff, 
** Till e'en your large experience tak^sin all 
•« The different nations of the peopled earth.'*' 
Arp* Why sought'st thou not from thy ownittipiqus 
tribe 
A wife like one of these \' ** For silcTi thy tdA^ 
<* (If human* nature brings fortlisuch) affbi'ds. 
«« Greece, fbr chaste virgins fam*d, and pious matiflonS) 
** Teems not with monsters like your Turkish wives, 
«< Whomguardian eunuchs, haggard ailddefoiln'd; 
•« Whom walls and'bars make honest by constrtdht.'* 



Know, I d^<4^,' fflcc A«l, the cHriie iM^xx iriention'st x 
Not that I fear, or rt verehci t*e6, tWtf tyrant ; 
But rfiat my sotrl, conscious of whence it sprang, 
Sits unpoHnted in its sabred ihtH^ie^ 
And scorns to mingle \^ith a tAoiligKt so ih'eain# 
TtM. Oh, pi^y I that ^ greatness so divine 

Should meet a fate so' Wretched, so unequal. ^ 

Thou',' blind and wnf6t to tAa gOod" (ha^ courts tliee, 

\To Bajazei." 
WffH 6]j>i6n.fianded bounty ReaV'n pursues thee. 
And bids thee (undeserving as thou art, 
Aittf ittbrtstrouj in thy dt'imes)' be happy yet ; 
Whilst thou, in fury, dost avert the blessing. 
And art an evil geniU^to t^iysdf. 
Baj. No— ^Ttioul' thbli art niy greatest curse on 
^arHil 
Thou, who hasft rbbti'd* me of ihy <f I'oW'n ahd glory,^ 
And now pursu'st me tb the Verge of life. 
To spbil me of my H6h6ur. ThoU' ! thoii' hypoCrit«i I 
That wear'st a'jiafg^ant'oiitside'shew of virtue. 
To cover tHe hotthoiights that' glow within I" 
Thou rank adulterer I 
' TaW. 6H; thftf thoti w6rt 
The lord of all those thousands, that lie breathless 
On yonder field Of blood, tliat I agaiirt 
Might hunt thee, in the face Of death and dangdr, 
Through the tumultuous battle, and there force thfee, 
Vattquisli'd-ahd sinkiiig Ulidertieath niy arm; 
To own thou hast traduc'd me like a villain. 
BajV Hat 6oes^it* gall th ed, taftkr i By revenge. 
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It joys me much to find thou feel'st my fury, 
Yesy I will echo to thee, thou adulterer ! 
Thou dost profane the name of king and soldier^ 
And, like a ruffian bravo, cam'st with force 
To violate the holy marriage-bed. 

Tarn, Wert thou not shelter'd by thy abje€l state, 
The captive of my sword, by my just anger. 
My breath, like thunder, should confound thy pride. 
And doom thee dead, this instant, with a word. 

Baj. 'Tis false! my fate's above thee, and thou 
dar'st not. 

Tarn. Hal dare not! Thou hast raisM my ponderous 
i-age. 
And now it falls to crusli thee at a blow. 
A guard there ! — Seize and drag him to his fate I 

lEfUer a guards tAey seize Bajazet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a double justice on thee ; 
At once revenge myself, and all mankind. 

. Baj. Well dost thou, ere thy violence and lust 
Invade my bed, thus to begin with murder : 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and un securely* 

Tarn. Away! 

Arp. [Kneeling.'] Oh, stay! I charge thee, by re- 
nown J 
By that bright glory thy great soul pursues, 
Call back the doom of death! 

Tarn, Fair injui-'d excellence. 
Why dost thou kneel, and waste such precious 

pray'rs, 
'< As might e*en bribe the saints to partial justice," 
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For onfe to gdddties's lost ; ^ho firit uhdid thee. 
Who still pursues and aggravates the wroiig \ 

Baj. ByAlha! ilo— I will no^ wear a life 
Bought with such vile dishonour. Death shall free m^ 
At onc^ from infamy^ and thee, thou tniitretol 

A^p, Ko tnattet-^ tho' the whistling winds grow loud^ 
And the rude tempest roarsj 'tis idle hlge : 
Ohl mark it notj biit let thy stesldy virtue 
Be constant to its temper. Save his life> 
And save Arpasia from the sport of talkerl. 
Thinks how the bu&y, meddling world will tos& 
Thy mighty name about) in scurril mirth f 
Shall brand thy vengeatlce^ as a foul dt^sign. 
And make 3iich hionstrdus legends of our live^ 
As late posteHty shall blush in reading. 

Tom, Oh, matchless vihue! YeS| I will obey ; 
Tho' laggard in the racei admiring y^t, 
I will pursue the shining path thou trbad'st* 
Sultan, be safe! Re^tson resumes her empire, 

\Vtt guardi riitast BAJaiet* 
And I am cool again. — Hete break we off, 
Lest farther speech should minister new rsige* 
Wisely from dangerous passions I retreat. 
To kefep a conquest which was hdrd to get : 
And, ohl 'tis time 1 should for flight prepare^ 
A war more fatal seems to threaten there, 
And all my rebel-bl&od assists the fair : 
One moment more, and I too late shall find. 
That love's the strongest pow'i- tftat lords it o'er the 
mind* [Exit Tam. JbUotoed by ihe gua^iU^ 
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Baj. To what new shame> what plague am I reserv'dl 
•* Why did my stars refuse me to die warm, 
** While yet my regal state stood unimpeach'd, 
** Nor knew the curse of having one above me ^ 
** Then too (altho' by force I grasp'd the joy) 
•* My love was safe, nor felt the rack of doubt.'* 
Why hast thou forc'd this nauseous life upon me i ' 
Is it to triumph o'er me ?— But I will, ■; ; .. "i 
I will be free, I will forget thee all ; 
The bitter and the.sweet, the joy and pain, 
Death shall expunge at once, and ease my soul. 
Prophet, take notice, I disclaim thy Paradise, 
Thy fragrant bow'rs, and everlasting shades ; 
Thou hast plac'd woman there, and all thy joys sre 
tainted. [Exit Bajazet. 

Ar/?, A little longer yet, be strong, my heart ; 
A little longer let the busy spirits 
Keep on their cheerful round.—- It wo' not be I 
** Love, sorrow, and the sting of vile reproach, 
.** Succeeding one another in their course, 
** Like drops of eating water on the marble, 
** At length have worn my boasted courage down : 
** I will indulge the woman in my soul, 
** And giVe a loose to tears and to impatience ;'* 
Death is at last my due, and I will have it.— 
And see, the poor Moneses comes, to take 
One sad adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter Moneses.. 
Man, Already am I onward of my way> 
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Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow souncf 
At distance, to my ears. My eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious lights of Heav*n look dim ; 
'Tis the last office they shall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to close and die. 

jirp, Alas ! how happy have we been, Moneses I 
Ye gentle days, that once were ours, what joys 
Did every cheerful morning bring along I 
No fears, no jealousies, no angry parents. 
That for unequal births, or fortunes frown*d ; 
But love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to bless us. 
Made us a blessing too to all besides. 

Man. Oh, cast not thy remembrance back, Arpasia! 
'Tis^icf unutterable, 'tis distraction I 
** But let this last of hours be peaceful sorrow !" 
Here let me kneel, and pay my latest vows. 
Be witness, all ye saints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 
Be witness of my truth, for yoi; have known it ! 
Be witness, that I never knew a pleasure. 
In aH the world could offer, like Arpasia I 
Be witness, that I liv*d but in Arpasia 1 
And, oh, be witness, that her loss has kilPd me I 

jirp. While thou art speaking, life begins to fail. 
And every tender accent chills like death. 
Oh I let me haste then, yet, ere day declines 
And the long night prevail, once more to tell thee 
What, and how dear, Moneses has been to me. 
What has he not been ^ — All the names of love^ ^ 

Brothers, or fathers, husbands, all are poor : 
Moneses is myself j in my fond heart, ' * 
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E'en in my vital blood, he live$ and reig&t; 
The last dear objeft of my parting soyl 
Will b.e Moneses ; the last breath that lingers 
Within my panting breast, shall sigh Moneses. 

Men, It is enough! Now to thy rest, my soul. 
The world and thou have made an end at once. 

Arp, Fain would I still detain thee, hold thee still : 
Nor honour cat) forbid, that we together 
Should share the poor few minutes that remain. 
I swear, methinks this sad society 
Has somewhat pleasing in it.-^Death's dark shades 
Seem, as we journey on, to lose their horror ; 
At near approach the monsters, form'd by fear. 
Are vanished all, and leave the prospect clear; 
Amidst the gloomy vale, a pleasing scene. 
With fiow'rs adorn'd, and never-fading green. 
Inviting stands, to take the wretched in ; 
No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no despair. 
Disturb the quiet of a place so fair, 
But injurM lovers find Elysium there. [£xapx(* 

£n/«r Bajazet, Omar, Haly, it »</ /^ Dervise. 

Baj, Now, by the glorious tomb that shrines our 
prophet. 
By Mecca's sacred temple, here I swear. 
Our daughter is thy bride 1 and to that gift 
Such wealth, such pow'r, such honours will I a4d» 
That monarchs shall with envy view thy stat^, 
And own thou art a demy-god to them« 



Thou hast giv*B mc what I wuVd» power of i^vcngc, 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ample retiihution. 

Om. T^^elve Tartar lordsy each potent in his tribe:. 
Have sworn to own my cause, and drav^ their thou* 

sands. 
To-morrow, from the ungr^jteful P^rthian's side i 
The day declining, seems to yield to night. 
Ere little more than half her course be ended% 
In an auspicious hour prepare for fligb^ ; 
The leaders of tb|s troops thro' lyhich we pJ^ss, 
Rais'd by my pow'r, devoted to my s^rvice^ 
Shall make our passage secret and secure. 

Der. Already, mighty sultan, art thou safe. 
Since, by yon passing torches' hght, I guess, 
To his pavilipn Tamerl^i^e retires, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 
A\\ who ren\ain within these tents are ^hin^ 
And hail thee as their lor4*' 
Ha 1 the Italian prince. 
With sad Mp^cses, are not yet gone forth. 

BaJ. Ha I with our queen and daughter 1 

Owi» They are ours : 
I mark*d the slaves, lyho w;aited on Axalla; 
They, whf n the emperor past out, prest on. 
And mingled with the. crowd, nor missM their lord : 
He is your pris'n^ir, sir : I ^o this moment. 
To seize, and bring him to receive his doom. 

[Ex;it Omar* 

Baj, Haste, Haly, follow, and secure the Greek : 
Him tpo I wish to keep within my power. lExit Haly. 
' ' ' ' ■ H 



1 

85 TAMERLANE. J3 ITl 

* Der. If my dread lord permit his slave to speak, 
I would advise to spare Axalla's life. 
Till we are sa(e beyond the Parthian's pow'r 5 
Him, as our pledge of safety, may we hold ; 
Andy could you gain him to assist your flight. 
It might import you much. 

Baj, Thou counselPst well ; 
And tho' I hate him (for he is a Christian^ 
And to my mortal enemy devoted), 
Yet, to secure my liberty and vengeance, 
I wish he now were ours. 

Der, And see, they come ! 
Fortune repents; again shecourts your side. 
And, with this first fafr offering of success. 
She wooes you to forget her crime of yesterday. 

Enter Omar, tvitk Axalla Prisoner, Sblima 

JoUowing weeping* 

'yhc, I wo' not call thee villain ; 'tis a name 
Too holy for thy crime : to break thy faith. 
And turn a rebel to so good a master, 
Is an ingratitude unmatchM on earth. 
The first revolting angel's pride could only 
Do more than thou hast done. Thou copy'st well. 
And keep*st the black original in view. 

Om. Do rage, and vainly call upon thy master 
To save his minion. My revenge has caught thee. 
And I will make thee curse that fond presumption 
That set thee on to rival me in aught. 

Baj, Christian, I hold thy fate at my disposal t ^^ 
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One only way remains to mercy open ; .; 

Be partner of my flight and my revenge, 

>Vnd thou art safe. Thy other choice is death. 

bm. What means the sultan \ 

Dtr, I conjure you, hold— — 
Your rival is devoted to destruction ; [Aside to Omar* 
J^for would the sultan now defer his fate. . 
But for our common safety. —Listen further* \ 

:^ t ...... ., r . . . . , \Wkispers» 

Ax, Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make ; 
Since, next to^Heav'n, my master and my friend ^ 
Has interest in my life, and still shall claim it. 

Baj. Then take thy wish— Call in oiir mutes I . . .^ 

SeL My father, . . " • » - - 

If yet you have npt sworn to cast me ofi^, 
And turn me out to wander in misfortune \ 
If yet ray voice be gracious in your ears ; 
If yet my duty and my love ofl^end not, 
Oh, call your sentence back« and save Axallal 

Baj, Rise, Selima ! The slave deserves to die. 
Who durst, with sullen pride, refuse myi mercy : 
Yet, for thy sake, once more I offer life. 

SeL Some angel whisper to my anxious soul. 
What I shall do to save him. — " Oh, Axalla I 
** Is it so easy to thee to forsake me ? 
«* Canst thou resolve, with all this cold indifference, 
" Never to see me more ? To leave me here 
<* The miserable mourner of thy fate, 
** Condemn'd to waste my widowM virgin youth, 
' Hij 
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** My tedious days and nights, in lonely Weeping, 
•* And never knoW the voice of comfort hiore ? 

** Aic* Starch hot too deep the sorrows of liny orbast : 
** Thou say*st I am indifferent and cold. 
** Oh ! is it possible iny eyes should tell 
^ So lihle bir the fighting storm withiii ? 
** Oh! turn thee fi"dm me, save me frbnithylieauticst 
** Falsehood and ruin all look lovely thete. 
^* Dh \ let my lab'ring soul yet struggle thro ' 
•* I will— I would resolve to die, and leave thee. 

« 6aj. Tlien let him did— lie triftes witli ifay fa. 
voiir. 
•* I have too Ibrig aiteiided his resolves. 

**SeL Ohl stay a minute, yet a Aiihiite longer ; 

[To B^jazet. 
** A minutb is a Ihtle space iii life. 
•* There is k kind consenting in hi eyes, 
'* And I shall wih him to your royal will.** 
Oh, my Axalla) scehi but to consent. — [To A*, aside* 
Unkihd and cruel, will you then do nothing } 
I find I am not worth thy least of cares. 

Ax. Oh ! labour riot to hang dishonour on tiie ! 
I could bear sickness, pain and poverty. 
Those mortal evils worse thafi death, for thee. 
But this— It has the force of fate against ds; 
'And caiinbt be. 

Sel, See, iee, sir, he relents, ito Bajazei* 

Already he inclines to own your cause. 
A litne longer; ftitd he is all J^ours. 

Bajn Then mark how hr a father's fondness yields. 
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*Tili midnight I defer the death he merits* 
And give him up 'till then to thy persuasion. 
If by that time-he meets my will, he lives; 
If not, thyself shalt own he dies with justice* 

Ax. 'Tis but to lengthen Hfe upon the rack* 
, i am resoly'd already, 

Sel. Oh! be still, . 

Kor rashly urge a ruin on us both ; 
'Tis but a fnoment more I have to save thee. 
Be kind, auspicious Alha, to my pray'r; 
More fbr my love, than for myself, I fear ; 
Negledt mankind awhile, and make him all thy care 1 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima* 

Baj. Mdneses, — is that dog securM i 

Om. He is. 

Baj, 'Tis well— My soul perceives returning great- 
* , , ness, .. 
As nature feels the spring. Lightly she bounds. 
And shakes dishonour, like a burden, from her; - 
Once more imperial, awful, and herself. 
So, when of. old,. Jove from .the iTitans fled, 
Ammon's rude front his radiant face bely*d, - 
And all the majesty of Heav'n lay hid. 
At length, by fate, to pow'r divine restored. 
His thunder taught the world to know its Lord, 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador*d. 

[Exeunt* 
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BajazetV Tent. 

Arpasia. 
SuRB *tis a horror, more than dailihess brings. 
That sits upon the nigh'^ I ^ate is abroad*; 
Some ruling fiend hangs in the dusk^ air, 
And scatters i^uin, death, and wild dTstrafHon', 
O'er all th'e wretched face of man below, 
N^ot long ago, i troop 6f ghastly slaves 
Rush*d in, and fo'rc'tl Moneses ^rom my sight; 
Death hung so heaVy on his drobpi'iij^ spirits. 
That scarcely could he say— Farewell — for ever l' 
And yet, ihethinks, some gentle spirit wTii'spers,* 
Thy peace draws near, Arpasia» sigh nO ihore 1 
And see, the king of terrors Is at hand ; 
His xiiinister appears. 

Enter Bajas^St and Halv. 

Baj, [Aside to Haly.] 'the rest I leave 
To thy dispatch. For, oh ! my faitliful Haly, 
Another 6are has taken up thy master^ 
Spite of the high-wrought tempest in my* soul. 
Spite of the pangs which jealousy has cost me. 
This haughty woman reigns within my breast ; 
««"In Vain I strive to put her from my thoughts, 
** To drive her out with empire, and revenge. 
<< Still she comes back, like a retiring tide. 
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" That ebbs a while, but strait ref urns again, 
** And swells above the beach." 

/feV Why wears my lord 
An anxidus thought for what his ^ow*r commands ? 
When, in in iiappy hour, you shall, ere long, 
Have borne the empress from amidst your foes, 
She niust be yours, be only and all yours. 

Baj, On that depends my fear. Ves, I must have 
her; 
I owA, I wni not, cannot, go without lier. 
*' But such is t^e condition of our flight, 
«* That should she not consent, 'twould hazard all 
'* To bear her hence by force. Thus I resolve then, 
•* By threads and pray 'rs, by every way, to move her j 
<< If all prevail not, force is left at last ; 
** And I will set life, empire, on the venture, 
** To keep her mine" — Be near to wait my will. 

[Exit Haly. 
When last we parted, 'twas on angry terms ; 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 
Thalt jealous rage is but a hasty flame. 
That blakes out, when love too fiercely burns. 

jirp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to suffer, 
Is the hard lesson that my soul has learnt, 
And' now I stand prepar*d for all to come : 
Nor is it worth my leisure to distinguish 
If love or jealousy commit the violence j 
Each have alike been fatal to my peace. 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

Baj, Still to deform thy gentle brow with frowns. 
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And still to be perverse, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the softness of thy sex : 
Women, like summer storms> a while are cloudy. 
Burst out in thunder, and impetuous showVs; 
But strait, the sun of beauty dawns abroad, . 
And all the fair horizon is serene. * . - • • ♦ - • ^ 

Arp, Then, to retrieve the honour of my sex. 
Here I disclaim that changing and inconstancy : 
To thee I will be ever as I am. 

Baj. Thou say'st I am a tyrant ; think so still. 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now. 
Souls, form*d like niine^ brook being scornM but ill* 
Be well advis*d, and profit by my patience ; 
It is a short*liv'd virtue. 
» Arp. Turn thy eyes ' , 

Back on the story of my woes, barbarian I 
Thou that hast violated all respe6ls 
Due to my sex, and honour of my birth. 
Thou brutal ravisher I " that hast undone me, 
*' Ruin'd my love I** Can I have peace with thee ? 
Impossible ! First Heav'n and hell shall join. 
They only differ more. 

Baj. I see, 'tis vain 
To court thy stubborn temper with endearments. 
Resolve, this moment, to return my love, 
And be the willing partner of my flight, 
Or, by the prophet's holy law, thou dy'st. 

Arp. And dost thou hope to fright me with the 
phantom. 
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Death ? 'Tis the greatest mercy thou canst give ; 
So frequent are the murders of thy reign, 
One da^ scarce passing by unmark'd with blood, 
That children, by long use, have learnt to scorn it. 
l^noWy I disdain to aid thy treacherous purpose, 
And shouldst thou dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call Heav'n and earth to my assistance. 

jBaj, Confusion 1 dost thou brave me ^ But niy 
wratli 
Shall find a passage to thy swelling heart, 
AHd rack thee worse than all the pains of death. 
That t^reciaii do^, the minion of thy wishes, 
Shall be dragg'd forth, and butcher'd in thy sight ; 
Tnbu stialt behold him when his pangs are terrible ; 
Then; when he stares, and gasps, and struggles 

strongly, 
•' Ev'n in the bitterest agony of dying;'* 
*Till thoti shalt rend thy hair, tear but thy eyes. 
And curse thy pride ; while t applaud my vengeance. 

Arp* Oh, fatal image 1 All my pow'rs give way, 
And resolution sickens at the thought ; 
** A flood of passion rises in my breast, 
•• And laoours fiei-cely upward to my eyes.'* 
borne, all ye great examples of my sex, 
Chaste virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons ; 
*• Ye holy martyrs, who, with wondrous faith 
** And constancy unshaken, have sustained 
** The rage of cruel men, and fiery persecution," 
Cbtne io niy aid, and teach me to defy 
The malice df this fiend i t feel^ i feel 
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Your sacred spirit arm me to resistance. 
Yes, tyrant, I will stand this shock of fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a moment. 
Then die well pleas M, and follow my Moneses. 

Baj. Thou talk'st it well. But talking is thy pri- 
vilege ; 
•Tis all the boasted courage of thy sex ; 
Tho', for thy soul, thou dar'st not meet the danger. 

Arp, By all my hopes of happiness, I dare 1 
** My soul is come within her ken of heav'nj .^ 

** Charm'd with the joys and beauties of that place, 
" Her thoughts and all her cares she fixes there, 
** And 'tis in vain for thee to rage betow^: t, ; • 
** Thus stars shine bright, and'keep their place above, 
" Tho' ruffling winds deform this lower world,** 

Baj. This moment is the trial. 

Arp. Let it come I 
This moment then shall shew I am a Greek, 
And speak my country's courage in my suff'ritig. 

Baj, Here, mercy, I disclaim thee I Mark me, 
traitress 1 
My love prepares a vi6lim to thy pride, 
And when it greets thee next, 'twill be in blood. 

[£xf/ Bajazet. 

Arp, My heart beats higher, and my nimble spirits 
Ride swiftly thro' their purple channels round. 
*< *Tis the last blaze of life. Nature revives, 
«* Like a dim winking lamp, that flashes brightly 
<« With parting light, and straight is dark for ever." 
And see, my last of sorrows is at hand ; 
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Death and Moneses come together to me ; 
. As if my stars, that had so long been cruel. 
Grew kind at last, and gave me all I wish. 
Enter Moneses, guarded by some mutes; others attend- 
ing ztrith a cup qfpoison^ and a 6oW'String, 

Mon, I charge ye, O ye ministers of fate I 
Be swift to execute your master's will ; 
Bear me to my Arpasia ; let me tell her. 
The tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go. 
And die beneath her feet. ** A joy shoots thro* 
** My drooping breast ; as often when the trumpet 
" Has caird my youthful ardour forth to battle, 
" High in my hopes, and ravish 'd with the sound, 
'' I havQ rush'd eager on amidst the foremost, 
" To purchase vidlory, or glorious death.** 

Arp. If it be happiness, alasl to die. 
To lie forgotten in the silent grave. 
To love and glory lost, and from among 
The great Creator's works expung'd and blotted, 
Then, very shortly, shall we toth' be happy. 

Mm, There is no room for doubt ; 'tis certain bliss. 
The tyrant's cruel violence^ thy loss, 
AlreaSy^seeni more light ; 'nor has my soul 
One unrejpented guilt upon remembrance. 
To make nie dread 'tlie justice of hereafter ; 
But standing now on the* liast verge of life. 
Boldly I view the vast abyss, eternity, 
lager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

Arp, By all the truth of our past loves, I vow^ 
To die appears a very nothing to me* 
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<< But, oh, Moneses 1 should I not allow 
*' Somewhat to. love, and to my sex's tenderness i" 
This very now I could put off ipy being 
Without a groan ; but to behold thee die ! 
Nature shrinks in me at the dreadful thought^ 
Nor can my constancy sustain this blow. 

Mon. Since thou art arm*d for all things after deal 
Why should the pomp and preparation of it 
Be frightful to thy eyes } There's not a pain. 
Which age or sickness brings, the least disorder 
That vexes any part of this fine fram^» 
But*s full as grievous. All that the mind feels 
Is m^ch, niuch more. — And see, I go to prove it. 

Enter a Mute; he signs to the resty who proffer a bom* 

string to Monbses. 

Arp, Think, ere we part I 

Mon* Of what? 

Arp. Of something soft. 
Tender and kind, of soi^ething wondrous sad* 
Oh, xpy full soul I 

Mon, My tongue is at a loss ; 
Thoughts crowd so fast, thy nanae is all I've left. 
My kindest, truest, dearest, best Arpasial 

{The Mutes struggle with 

jirp, I have a thousanc), thousand things tp utter, 
A thousand more to hear yet. Barbarous villains I 
Give me a minute. Speak to me, Moneses I 

Mon. Speak to thee ? 'Tis the business of my liff, 

*Tis all the iise I have for vital air. 

1 • 



Stand off, ye skives t To tell thee that my heart 
Is fuU of thee ; that, even at this drc^rd moment^ 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee ; 
Angelsy and light itself^ are not so fair. 

Enter BA.jAZETy Halt, and AktindaiHs. 

Baj. Hal wherefore lives this dog ? Be quick, ye 
slaves I 
And rid me of my pain. 
Mon. For only death, 
And the last night, can shnt oat my Arpasia. 

[T^e Muus strangle Moneses. 
Arp» Oh, dismal t tis not to be borne 1 Ye mo- 
ralists 1 
Ye ta)ker» 1 what are all your precepts now ? 
Patience ! Distraftron \ Blast the tyrant, blast him, ' 
Avenging lightnings! Snatch him hence, ye fiends! 
Love I Death- \ Moneses \ " Nature can no more j 
** Rum is on her, and she sinks at once. 

[She sinks down, 
" Baj. Help, Haly 1 raise her up, and bear her out. 
" Ha. Alas I she faints. 
** Arp. No, tyrant, *tis in vain. 
'^ OhI I am now beyond thy cruel* pow'r ; 
'* The peaceful shmiber of the grave is on me : 
** £v'n 9II tbe tedious day of life I've wandcr'd, 
^ Bvwikder'd with misfortunes : 
** At length *tis night, and I h»ye reach'd my home, 

I 
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** Forgetting all the toils and troubled past, 

" Weary 1*11 lay me down, and sleep, till" ■Ohl 

Baj, Fly, ye slaves I 
And fetch me cordials. No, she shall not die I 
Spite of her sullen pride, 1*11 hold in life. 
And force her to be blest against her will. 

Ha. Already *tis beyond the power of art ; 
For, see, a deadly cold has froze the blood. 
The pliant limbs grow stiff, and lose their use. 
And all the animating iire is quench'd : 
£v'n beauty too is dead ; an ashy pale 
Grows o'er the roses, the red lips have lost 
Their fragrant hue, for want of that sweet breathy 
That blest 'em with its odours as it past« 

Baj. Can it be possible ? Can rage and gnef^ 
Can love and indignation be so fierce, 
So mortal in a woman's heart ? Confusion I 
Is she escap'd then ? What is royalty, 
If those that are my slaves, and should live for xne^ 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power I 

Enter the Dervish; 

Det. The valiant Omar sends, to tell thy greatness 
The hour of flight is come, and urges haste ; 
Since he descries, ne^r Tamerlane's pavilion. 
Bright troops of crowding torches, who from thence^ 
On either hand stretch far into the night, ^ 
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And seem to form a shining front of battle, 
fieholdy cv'n from this place thou may'st discern them. 

[Looking ottti 
. Baj, By AIha, yes ! they cast a day around 'em. 
And the plain seems thick set with stars, as heav'n* 
Ha ! or my eyes are false, they move this way j 
•Tis certain so. Fly, Haly, to our daughter. 

[Exit Haly, 
Let some secure the Christian prince Axalla > 
We will begone this minute* 

Enter OiAhTk* 

Om. Lost! undone! 

Baj. What mean*st thou ? 

Om, All our hopes of flight are lost. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horse. 
Inclose us round, they hold us in a toil. 

Baj. Ha ! whence this uncxpedled curse of chance \ 

Om. Too late I learnt, that early in the night 
A slave was sufFer'd, by the princess' order, 
To pass the guard. I clove the villain down, 
Who yielded to his flight : but that's poor vengeance I 
That fugitive has rais'd the camp upon us, 
And unperceiv'd, by favour of the night, 
In silence they have march*d to intercept us. 

Baj, My daughter I Oh, the trait'ress I 

Der, Yet, we have 
Axalla in our power, and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his fav'rite's life, on any terms. 

Onu With those few friends I have, I {or a wliile 
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Can face their force : if they refuse iss peice. 
Revenge shall sweeten ruin, ** and 'twill joy me, 
•* To drag my foe down with me, in my fall.*' 

[Exit Ooisur. 

Enter Haly, mtA Selima weeping* 

Baj, See where she comes, with well dissembled 
innocence ; 
With truth and faith so lovely in her face, 
As if she durst e*en disavow the falsehood* 
Hop*st thou to make amends with trifling tears. 
For my lost crown, and disappointed vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Selima! thy father's curse I 
Bring forth the minion of her foolish heart 1 
He dies this moment. 

Ha, Would I could not speak I 

The crime of fatal love 1 The slave who fled, 
B)^ whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 

Baj, Ha ! say*st thou ? 

Ha. Hid beneath that vile appearance. 
The princess found a means for his escape^ 

SeL I am undone 1 ev*n nature has disclaimed me I 
My father ! have I lost you all ? My father ! 

Baj, Talk^st thou of naiture, who hast broke her 
bands 1 
Thou art my bane, thou witch 1 thou infant parricide I 
But I will study to be strangely cruel ; 
I will forget the folly of my fondness ; 
Drive all the father from my breast i now snatch thee. 
Tear thioe to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood. 
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And make thee answer all my great revenge! 

Now, now, ihou trait'ress ! {Offers to kUl her. 

Sfl. Plunge the poignard deep ! [She embraces him* 
The life my father gave shall hear his summons. 

And issue at the wound " Start not to feel 

«* My heart's warm blood gush out upon your hands;** 
Since from your spring I drew the purple stream. 
And I must pay it back, if you demand it. 

Baj. Hence, from my thoughts, thou soft relenting 
weakness. 
Hast thou not given me up a prey ? betray'd me ! 

SeL Oh, not for worlds I not ev'n for all the joyj^ 
I^ve, or the prophet's paradise can give I 
«< Amidst the fears and sorrows of my soul," 
Amidst the thousand pains of anxious tenderness^ 
1 madje the gentle, kind Axalla swear. 
Your life, your crown, and honour should be safe« 

Baj. Away 1 my soul disdains the vile dependence t 
No, let me rather die, die like a king I 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's foot, 
And say. Have mercy on me ? Harkl they comet 

[Shout. 
Disgrace will overtake my lingering liaud 5 
Die then I Thy father's shame, and tliine, die with 
thee. [Offers to kiU bcr. 

SeL For Heav'n, for pity's sake I 

Ay. No more, thou trifler I 

[She catches hold of his amtp 

Ha I dar'st thou bar my will \ Tear off her Ixyld \ 

_ . •• 
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SeL What, not for life( Should I not plead for life) 
** When nature teaches even the brute creatkuiy 
« To hold fast that, her best, her noblest gift." 
Look on my eyes, which you so oft have kiss'd, 
And swore they were your best-lov'd queen's, my 

mother's ; 
Behold 'em now streaming for mercy, mercy 1 
Look on nie, and deny me, if you cani 
<< 'Tis but for life I beg. Is that a boon 
*' So hard for me t* obtain, or you to grant V* 
Oh, spare me 1 Spare your Selima, father ! 

Baj. A lazy sloth hangs on my resolution: 
It is my Selima l-^Ha I What, my child I 
And can I murder her i — Dreadful imagination 1 
Again they come t I leave her to my foes 1 [Skettts, 
And shall they triumph o*er the race of Bajazet t 
Die, Selima I Is that a father's voice } 
Rouse, rouse, my fury 1 Yes, she dies the vidim 
To my lost hopes. Out, out, thou foolish nature 1 
Seize her, ye slaves I and strangle her this moment! 

[To the Mutes, 
Stl, Oh, let me die by you I Behold my breast I 
I wo*not shrink ! Oh, save me but from these! 
Baj, Dispatch I [The Mutes seize her, 

SeL But for a moment, while I pray 
That Heav'n may guard my royal father. 
Baj. Dogs! 

Sei. That you may only bless me, ere I die. [Shouts, 
Baj, Ye tedious villains, then the work is mine. 
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[ds Bajazet rtms at Selima) with kis sword^ enter Ta* 
meriaae, Axalla, ^c, Axalla gets between Bajazet 
and Selitna, whilst Tamerlane and the rest drive Ba- 
jazet and the Mutes off the Stage."] 
Ax. And am I come to save thee } Oh, my joy I 
«< Be this the whitest hour of all my life:" 
This one success is more than all my wars. 
The noblest, dearest glory of my sword. 

Sel, Alas, Axalla 1 Death has been around me; 
My coward soul still trembles at the fright, 
And seems but half secure, ev'n in thy arms. 

Ax. Retire, my fair, and let me guard thee forth : 
Blood and tumultuous slaughter are about us, 
** And danger, in her ugliest forms, is here;'* 
Nor will the pleasure of my heart be full, 
'Till all my fears are ended in thy safety. 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 

Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, 
MiRVAN, and Soldiers \ with Bajazet, Omar, and 
, the Dervise, Prisoners, 

Tarn, Mercy at length gives up her peaceful sceptre^ 
And justice sternly takes her turn to govern; 
'Tis a rank world, and asks her keenest sword^ 
To cut up villany of monstrous growth. 
Zama, take care, that with the earliest dawn. 
Those traitors meet the fate their treason merits ! 

[Pointing to Omar and the Deroisem 
For thee, thou tyrant I [To Baj.] whose oppressive 
violence 
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Has riiin'd those thou shouldst proteft at home ; 
•* Whose wars, whose slaughters, whose assassinations, 
". (That basest thirst of blood I that sin of cowards J) 
« Whose faith, so often giv'n, and always violated, 
" Have been th' offence of Heav'n, and plague of 

earth,** 
WlAt punishment is equal to thy crimes } 
The doom, thy rage design'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a cage, like some destructive beast, 
1*11 have thee borne about, in public view, 
A great example of that righteous vengeance . 
That waits on cruelty, and pride, like thine. 

Baj, It is beneath me to decline my fate, 
I stand prepar*d to meet thy utmost hate : 
Yet think not, I will long thy triumph see : 
None want the means, when the soul dares be free. 
1*11 curse thee with my last, my parting breath, 
And keep the courage of my life, in death ; 
Then boldly venture on that world unknown : 
It cannot use me worse than this has done. 

\_Exit Bajazet, gudrdtd* 

Tarn, Behold the vain effe6ls of earth-born pride, 
That scorn*d Heav'n*s laws, and all its pow'r defy'd| 
That could the hand, which formM it first, forget, 
And fondly say, I made myself be great I 
But justly those above assert their sway. 
And teach ev*n kings what homage they should pay, 
Who tlien rule best, when mindful to obey. 

[Exeunt omna* 
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±00 weil toe saw what must havt been mLtfaiU^ 

When harmony vntk beauty jouCdy oflaU^ 

ThrtattrCd the ruins o/eur sinking state ; 

Hill youy from whom- our being we receive^ 

In pity bid your own cteati&n live ; 

With moving sounds you kindly drew thefair^ 

Andjix^dy once more^ tkat shining circle here : 

The lyre you bring is half ApoUo's praise ; 

Be ours the tasif, to win and wear his bays* 

Tkin houses were before so frequent to u$^ 

We wanted not a projed to undo us ; 

We seldom saw your honours^ but by chance^ 

As some folks meet their friends of Spain and France .* 

*Twas verse de^ay^d, or politics improv^d^ 

That had estranged you thus f ram what you Md. 

Time was, when busy faces were a jest. 

When wit and pleasure were in most request ; 

When cheerful theatres with crowds were grated \ 

But those good days of poetry are past ; 

Now sour reformers in an empty pit. 

With table-books, as at a leElure, sit, 

To take notes, and give evidence * gainst wit* 

Those who toere once our friends, employed elsewhere^ 

Are busy now in settling peace and war : 
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THE REVENGE 



Of Young is one of the noblest compositions in 
the language. There are few Writers who would 
have adventured to treat a subje6l already so finely 
wrought upon by Shakspere. 

The aim of Young seems to have been to give a 
probability to jealousy, and a motive to treachery, 
stronger than his great Master had shewn in his 
Othello and Iago. But I know not whether such 
condudl is other than injurious.— With the jealous^ 
trifling semblances are most striking proofs—it is the 
quality of jealousy to shape things that are not upon 
the most idle su]ggestions, and to multiply eft*e<^ts 
from one weak unfounded cause. The treacherous 
are the naturally bad-^tliey have spirits that, for the 
most part, ** toil in an incessant frame of villanies." 
To give treachery the strong provocation of Zanga, 
is to divide the mind between pity for his high 
wrongs, and abhorrence of the mode by which he 
avenges them. 1 know not if Zanga is hated at all* 
If he be not, the cau^e of virtue is injured by Young 
—The betrayed certainly have little of our love. 

The Revenge is a masterly play.— The sentiments 
are lofty, the language magnificently bold. — It is yet 
better in the closet than upon the Stage. 
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(jFTAas the buskin* d muse^ toith aQion meatt^ 

Debas'd the glory of t/u tragic scene : 

While puny villains^ dresi*d in purple pride. 

With crimes obscene the heaven-born rage bely'd. 

To her belongs to mourn the hero's /ate. 

To trace the errors of the wise and great ; 

To mark th* excess of passions too refined, 

ulnd paint the tumults of a god^like mind ; 

Where, mov*d with rage, exalted thoughts combine^ 

And darkest deeds with beauteous colours shine. 

So lights and shades in a well-mingled draught. 

By curious touch of artful pencils wrought^ 

With soft deceit amuse tht doubtful eye. 

Pleased with the confitt of the various dye. 

Thus, through the following scenes, toith swett surprite'f 

Virtue and guilt in dread confusion rise. 

And love, and hate, at once, and grief and joy ^ 

Pity and rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the soft virgin sees, with secret shame, 

tier charms excelled by friendship's purer Jlamt^ 

Forced with r lutiant virtue to approve 

The genWous hero who rejeds her lovcm 
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Btkotd Aim there, with gloomy passions stairCd^ 
A loife suspeded, and an injur* d friend ; 
Ytt such the toil where innocence is caught^ 
That rash suspicion seems without a fault. 
Wt drsad awhile lest beauty should succeed^ 
And almost wish ev*n virtues self may bleed, 
Mark well the black revenge^ the cruel guile^ 
The traitor-fiend trampling the lovely spoil 
Of beauty^ truths and innocence oppresty 
Then let the rage of furies fire your breast, 
Y(t may his mighty wrongs, his just disdain^ 
His bleeding country, his lov* d fathef^lain^ 
His martial pride, your admiration raise. 
And crown him with involuntary praise. 

■ ■ ■- ' III r ' ' " ■ 



Dramatf0 iPerfonae^ 



COVENT^GARDEN. 



Men* 
Don AtONzo, the Spanish General^ - - Mr. Wrooghton* 
Don CARLOSy his friend^ « « - - Mr. Whitfield. 
Don ALVAH.f.Zf a courtier, « - - Mr. Thompson. 
VonMAWT.j.y attendant of Don Cia\os% - Mr. Davies. 
Zavca 9 a captive Moor f - - - Mr* Aickin* 

fwonen^ 
Lzovoha, A\yz.Ttz^s daughter, - • Mrs. S. Kemble. 
IsABTLLA, the Moor*s mistress^ - . Mrs. Whitfield. 

SctNZy Spain, 
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THE REVENGE. 



jiCT I. SCENE t. 



Battlements, zoith a Sea ProspeS, Enter Zanga. 

Zanga» 
Whether first nature, or long want of peace. 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; . 
But horrors now are not displeasing to me: [TAunder* 
I like this locking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds, burst, clouds, and waters roar I 
You bear a just resemblance of ray fortune. 
And suit the gloomy habit of my soul. 

Enter Isabella. 

Who's there? My love! 

ha. Why have you left my bed ? 
Your absence more affrights me than the storm. 

Zan, The dead alone in such a night can rest. 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. 1 choose to be alone. 

Bij 
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Isa, I know you d6f ahd therefore will not leave 
you; 
Excuse me, Zanga, thtsrefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation i 
Something unusual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it : by our loves I will. 
** To you I sacrific'd my virgin fame ;'* 
Ask 1 too much to share in your distress. 

Zan, In tears ? Thou fool ! then bear me, and be 
plung'd 
In hell's abyss, if ever it escape thee. 
To strike thee with astonishment at once, 
I hate Alonzo. First recover that, 
And then thou shalt hear farther. 

Jsa» Hate Alonzo I 
I own, I thought Alonzo most your friend. 
And that he lost the master in that name. 

Zan. Hear then. 'Tis twice tlnce years akice that 
great man 
(Great let me call him, for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight. 
He slew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While I with pious rage pursu'd revenge. 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his person. 
And thought me not dishonour'd by his service. 
One day, (may that returning day be night. 
The stain, tlie curse of each succeeding year !) 
• For something, or for nothing, in his pride 
He struck me. (While I tell it, do I live ?) 
He smote me on the cheek— I did not stab him. 
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For that were poor revenge E'er since, his folly 

Has strove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindnesses, and thinks it is forgot. 
Insolent thought 1 and like a second blow I 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthless ; 
And such alone can wisely drop revenge. . 

7ifl. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your story; 
To see your strong emotions startles me. 

IZan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
Has the dark adder venom \ So have I 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou shalt feel me I 
For from that day, that day of my dishonour, 
I from that day have curs*d the rising sun. 
Which never faiPd to tell me of my shame. 
I from that day have bless'd the coming night, 
Which promised to conceal it; but in vain \ 
The blow return'd for ever in my dieam. 
Yet on I toird, and groan'd for an occasion 
.Of am^e vengeance ; none is yet arriv*d. 
Howe'er, at present I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him sore, \n his ambition. 
Life of his life, and dearer than his soul. 
By nightly march he purposM to surprise 
The Moorish camp ; but I have taken care 
They shall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a cast of utmost moment 
Would darken all the conquests he has won. 

luL, Just as I entered an express arriv'd. 

Zan. To whom \ 
ka. His friend^ Don Carlos. 

Buj 
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Zan. Be propitious, 
Oh ! Mahomet, on this important hotir, 
And give at length my famish'd soul revenge ? 
Wliat is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, " and wisdom to convert 
•' Other's self-love into oar own proteflion ?'* 
But see, the morning dawns ; 
1*11 seek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate. \^ExeufU. 



SCENE ir. 

The Palace, Enter Dan Ma n u e l and Don Car los. 

Man, My Lord Don Carlos, what brings your 
express? 

Car, Alonzo's glory, and the Moors' defeat. 
The field is strew'd with twice ten thousand slain, 
Though he suspeds his measures were betray'd. 
He*ll soon arrive. Oh, how I long to embrace 
The first of heroes, and the best of friends ! 
I lov*d farr Leonora long before 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom so late Alonzo set me free ; 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Abnzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 
To stir her heart, and fan its fires for me* 

Man, And what success ? 

Car, Alas, the cruel maid • 

Indeed her father, •< who, though high at court,- 
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** And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart 
** To heal his devastation from the Moors," 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the east, 
My fleet now sailing in the sight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it safe through such a dreadful storm!) 
Caresses me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father, see. 
Leads her this way. 

Car, She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary time— • 
You to the port with speed, 'tis possible 
Some vessel is arriv'd. Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy I 

Enter Don Alvarez /zn^ Leonora* 

Ah. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's soft authority. 
And earnest counsel. 

Car. Angels second you I ^ 

For all my bliss or misery hangs on it. 

Alv, Daughter, the happiness of life depends 

On our discretion, and a prudent choice ; 

Look into those they call unfortunate. 

And closer view'd, you'll find they are unwise : 

Some flaw in their own condu6t lies beneath, 

•* And 'tis the trick of fools to save their credit, 

•* Which brought another language into use." 

Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood, 

And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 

For him the sun is labouring in the mines, 

a 
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A faithful slave, and turning earth to gold. 
His keels are freighted with that sacred power. 
By which ev*n kings and emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good wishes, and I hope [Ti Car* 
My daughter is not indisposed to hear you. [ExU* 

Car. Oh, Leonora I why art thou in tears i 
Because 1 am less wretched than I was ) 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Hush*d was your bosom, and your eyes serene* 
** Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
<* And keep reserves of torment in your hand, 
•* To let them loose on ev'ry dawn of joy t" 

Leon, Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o*er my tears i 
A daughter sure may be right dutiful, 
Whose tears alone are free from a restraint. 
^* Car. Ah, my torn heart I 
" Leon, Regard not me, my lord, 
** I shall obey my father. 
•• Car, Disobey him. 

Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With absent eyes and alienated mien. 
Suffering address, the victim of my love. 
Oh, let me be undone the common way. 
And have the common comfort to be pity*d> 
And not be ruin'd in the mask of bliss, 
And so be envy*d, and be wretched too I 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty, 
Those eyes that tell us what the sun is made of, 
Those lips, whose touch is to be bought with Kf<e>. 
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** Those hills of driven snow, whith seen are felt % 
** All these possess*d, are nought, but as they are 
" The proof, the substance of an inward passion^ 
" And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

<< Leon. AlaS| my lord, we are too delicate ; 
** And when we grasp the happiness we wish'd, 
<< We call on wit to argue it away : 
*< A plainer man would not feel half your pains : 
** But some have too much wisdom to be happy." 

Car, Had I known this before, it had been well : 
I had not then solicited your father 
To add to my distress; as you behave. 
Your father's kindness stabs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand— Nay, give it, Leonora s 
" You give it not — nay, yet you give it not— — 
*« I ravish it.— '» 

X/M. I pray, my lord, no tnore. 

Car. " Ah, why so sad \ You know each sigh docs 
shake me : 
** Sighs there, are tempests here.— 
" Tve heard, bad men would be unblest in hcav'n : 
" What is my guilt, that makes me so with you ?' 
Have 1 not languished prostrate at thy feet \ 
Have 1 not liv'd whole days upon thy sight? 
Have I not seen thee where thou hast not been \ 
And, mad with the idea, clasp'd the wind. 
And doated upon nothing \ 

Leon, Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recoimting of my faults. 
And telling how ungrateful I have been* 



k»' 
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Alas, my lord, if talking would prevail^ 
I could suggest much better arguments 
Than those regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wisdom, prais'd by alL 
But bid physicians talk our veins to temper. 
And with an argument new-set a pulse ; 
Then think, my lord, of reasoning into love. 

Car, Must I despair then ^ Do not shake me thust 
My temper- beaten heart is cold to death. 
Ah, turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
Heav'os 1 what a proof I gave, but two nights past. 
Of matchless love I To fling me at thy feet, 
I slighted frfendship, and I flew from fame; 
Nor heard the summons of the next day's battle : 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promis'd fight, I left Alonzo too. 
To stand the war, and quell a world alone. [Trumpets* 

Leon. The vi6lor comes. My lord, I must with- 
draw. 

*• Car, And must you go? 

•* Leon, Why should you wish me stay I 
** Your friend*s arrival will bring comfort to you, 
*' My presence none; it pains you and myself; 
<< For both our sakes permit me to withdraw." 

[Exit. 

Car. Sure, there's no peril but in love. " Oh, how 
•* My foes would boast to see me look so pale." 

Enter Don Alonzo. 
Car, Alonzo 1 
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Alon. Carlos I— •— T am whole again ; 
ClaspM in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Car, Whom dare I thus embrace ? The conqueror 
Of Afric. 

Aloju Yes, much more — Don Carlos* friend. 
The conquest of the world would cost me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of distance in thee. 
I rise in virtues to come nearer to thee. 
I conquer with Don Carlos' in my eye, 
And thus 1 claim my vi£lory's reward. 

[^Embracing him. 

Car, A victory indeed ! your godlike arra^ 
Has made one spot the grave of Africa ; 
Such numbers fell I and the survivors fled 
As frighted passengers from off the strand, 
When the tempestuous sea comes roaring on them. 

A/on. 'Twas Carlos conquer'd, 'twas his cruel chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former adlions far behind. 

Car, I love fair Leonora. How 1 love her ! 
Yet still I find ([ know not how it is) 
Another heart, another soul for thee. 
" Thy friendship warms, it raises, it transports 
" Like music, pure the joy, without allay, 
" Whose very rapture is tranquillity : 
** But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliss, 
'* Heightened indeed beyond all mortal pleasures ; 
" But mingles pangs and madness in the bowl." 
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Enter Zanga, 

Zan. Manuel y my lord, returning from the port. 
On business both of moment and of haste. 
Humbly begs leave to speak in private with you. 

Car, In private I — Ha! — Alonzo, 1*11 return ; 
No business can detain me long from thee. [Exit, 

Zan, My Lord Alonzo, I obeyM your orders. 

Alon, Will the fair Leonora pass this way ? 

Zan. She will, my lord, and soon. 

Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was such a day of triumph known. 
There's not a wounded captive in my train. 
That slowly follow 'd my proud chariot wheels. 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me : I am most wretched.-—- 
In his captivity, thou know*st, Don Carlos^ 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love. 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts for him. 

What did I do I 1 lov'd myself. Indeed, 

One thing there is might lessen my offence, 

(If such offence admits of being lessened) 

I thought him dead j for (by what fate I know not) 

His letters never reach'd me. 

Zan, Thanks to X^xi%2i^ 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happened. 
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Aim* Yes, cnrsMof Heav'n ! I lov'd myself, and now, 
In a late a6tion, rescu'd from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zaa, We hear, my lord, that in that action too. 
Your interposing arm preserved his life. 

Alon. It did'-with more than the expence of mine $ 
For, Oh, this day is mentionM for their nuptials. 
9ut see, she comes — rU take my leave, and die« 

Zan, Hadst thou a thousand lives, thy death would 
please me. 
Unhappy fate ! My country overcome ! 
My six years hope of vengeance quite expir'd!— 

Would nature wf re 1 will not fall alone : 

But others' groans shall tell the world my death, 

[^itVr, and exit* 

£n/fr Leonora. 

jilon. When nature ends with anguish like to this. 
Sinners shall take |||eir last leave of the sun, 
And bid his light adieu. 

Lem. The mighty conqueror 
Dismay 'd I I thought you gave the foe your sorrows, 

Alon. Oh, cruel insult ! are those tears your sport. 
Which notliing but a love for you could draw \ 
Afric 1 quclPd, in hope by that to purchase 
Your leave to sigh unscorn'd; but I complain not; 
'Twas but a world, aad you are — Leonora. 

Uon. That passion which you boast of is your guilt, 
A treason to your friend. You think mean of me. 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 

C 
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Abu, You, madam, ought to thank those crimes 
you blame ? 
•Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the censure both of earth and heav'n^— 
I fondly thought a last look might be kind. 
Farewell for ever.— -This severe behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it sweet to die. 

Leon. Farewell for ever I — Sweet to die! Oh, 

Heav'n I ^ Aside* 

Alonzo, stay ; you must not thus escape me ; 
But hear your guilt at large. 

Alon, Oh, Leonora I 
What could I do ? — In duty to my friendj 
I saw you ; and to see is to admire. 
For Carlos did 1 plead, and most sincerely. 
Witness the thousand agonies it cost me~. 
You know I did. I sought but your esteem; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 
** I often sigh'd, nay, wept, but could not help it : 
** And sure it is no crime to be in pain. 
** But grant my crime was great ; I'm greatly curs'd* 
<' What would you more ? Am I not rnost undone I 
*• This usage is like stamping on the murde-'d, 
** When life is fled ; most barbarous and unjust." 

Leon, If from your guilt none suffered but your- 
self. 
It might be so— Farewell. [Going* 

Alon. Who suffers with me ? 

Leon. Enj.oy your ignorance, and let me go. 

<* j^lon, Alas I what is there I can fear to knowj 
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<* Since I already know your hate ? Your a6lions 
** Have long since told nie that, 

** Leon, They flattered you. 

« Alon. Howy i)atter*d me I 

<< Zf0a, Oh, search in fate no farther I 
•* I hate thee — Oh, Alonzo, how I hate thee ! 

*' Alon. Indeed I and do you weep for hatred too t 
** Oh, what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ! 
*< I hope it most, and yet I dread it more. 
'* Should it be so— should her tears flow from thence ; 
** How would my soul blaze up in ecstacy I 
** Ah, no 1 how sink into the depth of horrors t 

** Leon, Why would you force my stay V* 

Alon. What mean these tears? 

Leon. I weep by chance ; nor have my tears a 
meaning. 
But, Oh, when lirst I saw Alonzo's tears, 
1 knew their meaning well I 

[Mon. Jails passionately on his knees y and takes her hands 

uilon. Heavens I what is this? That excellence, for 
which 
Desire was planted in the heart of man ; 
Virtue's supreme reward on this side Heav'n ; 
The cordial of my soul — and this destroys me— 
Indeed, 1 flatter'd me that thou didst hate. 

Leon, Alonzo, pardon me the injury 
Of loving you. I struggled with my passion. 
And struggled long : let that be some excuse. 

jilon. Unkind 1 you know I think your love a blessing 
Beyond all human blessings I 'tis the price 

Cij 
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Of sigh and groans^ and a Whole year of dying. 
But, Oh, the curse of curses I— ^Oh, my friend I—— 

Leon, Alas I 

Jlon. What says my love ? Speak, Leonora. 

Leon, Was it for you, my lord, to be so quick 
In finding out objedlions to our love i 
Think you so strong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unsafe to leave that part to me ; 

Alon, Is net the day then fixM for your espousals ? 

Leon. Indeed my father once had thought that way; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he stood doubtful ; but at last resolv*d» 
Your counsel, which determines him in all. 
Should finish the debate. 

Aion, Oh, agony I 
Must I not only lose her, but be made 
Myself the instrument ? Not only die 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myself? 
This is refining on calamity. 

Leon. What, do you tremble lest you should be 
mine? 
For what else can you tremble ? Not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

j^lon. What's in my pow'r ? Oh, yes, to stab my 
friend I 

Leon. To stab your friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him — and murder me. " I own, Alonzo, 
** You well may wonder at such words as these } 
« I start at them myself ; they fright my nature. 
*< Great is my fault i but blame not me alone : 
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«* Give him a little blame who took such pains 
** To make me guilty. 

** Mon. Torment! [After a pause ^ Jjcon. speaks* 

" Leon'. Oh, my shame I 
*< I sue, and sue in vain : it is most just^ 
** When women sue, they sue to be deny*d. 
** You hate me, you despise me I you do well ; 
•' For wliat I've done I hate and scorn mvself, 

m 

*« Oh, night, faU on me I I shall blush to death.*' 

Alon. First perish all t 

" Leon* Say, what have you resolv'd ? 
«* My father comes; what answer will you give him i 

" Aion, What answer I let me look upon that face, 
•* And read it there.— Devote thee to another I 

« 

** Not to be borne ! a second look undoes me. 

<* Lecn, And why undo you ? Is it then, my lord, 
•* So terrible to yield to your own wishes, 
** Because they happen to concur with mine ? 
** Cruel ! to take such pains to win a heart, 
•* Which you was conscious you must break with 
parting. 
** ^/<?n." No, Leonora, 1 am thine for ever, 

[Runs and embraces Aer» 
In spite of Carlos — " Ha I who's that i My friend ? 

** [Starts wide from her* 
** Alas, I sec him pale ! I hear his groan I 
*' He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
•* (I know him by myself) he dies distra^led I 
** Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we love I 
*' Alon. Ah J speak no more I 

Ciij 
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« Leon, And ty'd to what wc hate I 

«« Alon, Oh I 

<< Leon. Is it possible } 

<* >i/<;a. Death ! 

** Leon, Can you \ 

" ^/on. Oh 
" Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue 'scape. 
<< Alas, my soul, this moment I die for thee 1 

** [Breaks aw€y, 

*« Leon, And are you pcrjur'd then for virtue's sake? 
•* How often have you sworn I-— but go, for ever. 

\Swoom, 

" Alon, Heart of my heart, and essence of my joy I 
<< Where art thou! — Oh, I'm thine, and thine for 

everl 
<< The groans of friendship shall be heard no more. 
" For whatsoever crime I can commit, 
*< I've felt the pains already." 

Leon. Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid whom doubly thou hast conquer*d« 
I love thy virtue as I love thy person, 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me ; 
But as I felt the pains, I'll reap the fruit ; 
I'll shine out in my turn, and shew the world 
Thy great example was not lost upon me. 
•* Be it enough that I have once been guilty ; 
^< In sight of such a pattern, to persist, 
** 111 suits a person honoured witli your love* 
" My other titles to that bliss are weak j 
«« I must deserve it by refusing it. 



1 
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** Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever, 
** Shall I contribute to Alonzo's crimes } 
<< No, tho* the life-blood ^shes from my heart. 
<• You shall not be asham'd of Leonora ; 
** Or that late time may put our names together." 
Kay, never shrink; take back the bright example 
You lately lent ; Oh, take it while you may, 
While I can give it you, and be immortal ! [^ExiU 
Alon* She's gone, and I shall see that face no more ; 
Bat pine in absence, and till death adore* 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung. 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble with a feeble moan. 
And love with fate divide my dying groan. [ExiU 



ACT II. SCENE I. 

Continues, Enter Don Manuel and Zan g a. 

2aiiga, 
If this be true, T cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos ; 'tis but humane in you. 
But when arriv'd your dismal news i 

Man, This hour. 

Zan, What, not a vessel sav'd } 

Man, All, all the storm 
Dcvour'd ; and now o>r his late envy'd fortune 
'' The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roar^ 
Triumphant in his ruin. 
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Zan. fs AWarez 
DeterminM to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treasure was on shore ; must that too joiit 
The common wreck ? 

ilT/zn. Alvarez pleads, indeed. 
That Leonora's heart is disinclin'dy 
And pleads that only ; so it Was this morning. 
When he concurred: the tempest broke the match) 
And sunk his favour, when it sunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his heart. 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it \ • 

Man. Like a man 
Whose heart feels most a human heart ran feel, 
And reasons best a human heart can reason. 

r 

Zan. But is he then in absolute despair^ 

Man. Never to see his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonzo to espouse his daughter 
This very day ; for he has leanit their loveS, 

Zan. Hal was not that received with ecstacy 
By Don Alonzo ? 

Man. Yes, at first; but soon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 

Zan. Not if his friend consented : and since now 
He cann*t himself espouse her- 

Man. Yet, to ask it 
Has something shocking to a generous miad ; 
At least, Alonzo's spirit startles at it. 
Wide is the distance between our despair, 
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And giving up a mistress to another. 

But I must leave you. Carlos wants support 

In his severe aflli6lion, [Exit, 

Zan* Ha, it dawns 1 ■' 
It rises to me, like a new-found world 
^' To mariners long time distress'd at sea, 
** Sore from a storm, and all their viands spent j" 
Or like the sun just rising out of chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purgM off. 
But shall 1 finish it ?-^— Hoa, Isabella 1 

Enter Isabella. 

I thought of dying ; better things come forward ; 
Vengeance is still alive ; from her dark covert, 
With all her snakes erefl upon her crest, 
She stalks in view, and fires me with her charms* 
When, Isabella, arriv'd Don Carlos here? 

ha. Two nights ago, 

Zan, That was the very night 
Before the battle— —Memory, set down that ; 
It has the essence of the crocodile, 

Tho' yet but in the shell I'll give it birth—— 

What time did he return ? 

ha. At midnight. 

Zan, So— — 
Say, ^\di he see that night his Leonora ? 

ha. No, my good lord. 

Zan, No matter— tell me, woman. 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious. 
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Honest than subtle, above fraild himself^ 
Slow, therefore, to suspe6t it in another ? 

ha. You best can judge ; but so the world thinks 
of him. 

Zan, Why, that was well — go, fetch my tablets 
hither. ^Exit Isa^ 

Two nights ago my father's sacred shade 
Thrice stalkM around my bed, and smilM upon me 5 
He smiTd a joy ihen little understood—^ — 
It must be so — and if so, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

Rg' enter Isabella with the Tahiets; Zanga writes f 

then reads as to himself. 

Thus it stands 

The father's fix*a— Don Carlos cannot wed-— — 

Alonzo may but that will hurt his friend— 

Nor can he ask his leave— -<^or, if he did. 

He might not gain it It is hard to give 

Our own consent to ills, tho' we must bear them* 
W''ere it not then a master- piece, worth all 
The wisdom I can boast, first to persuade 
Alonzo to request it of his friend. 

His friend to grant then from that very grant> 

The strongest proof of friendship man can give, 

( And other motives) to work out a cause 

Of jealousy, to rack Alonzo's peace ?— 

I have turn'd o'er the catalogue of human woes. 

Which sting the heart of man, and find none equal. 

It is the Hydra of calamities, 
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The seven -fold death ; the jealous are the damn'd. 

Oh, jealously each other passion's calm 

To thee, thou conflagration of the soul I 

Thou king of torments, thou grand counterpoise 

For all the transports beauty can inspire I 

isa, Alonzo comes this way. 

Zan. Most opportunely. 
Withdraw — ** Ye subtle daemons, which reside 

[Exf't Isa, 
** In courts, and do your work with bows and smiles, 
** That little engin'ry, more mischievous 
•* Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
** Teach me to look a lie ; give me your maze 
•* Of gloomy thought and intricate design, 
*♦ To catch the man I hate, and then devour." 

Enter Don Alonzo, 

My lord, T give you joy. 

j^on. Of what, good Zanga ? 

Zfln. Is not the lovely Leonora yours.J . 

ji/on. What will become of Qarlos ? . 

Zan, He's your friend ; 
And since he cano't espouse the fair himself. 
Will take some comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 

Al&n. Alas, thou little know'st the force of love! . 
Love reigns a sultan with unrjvaird sway; 
Puts all relations, friendship's self to d^ati>» 
If once he's jealous of it. I Iq^e Carlos.; 
Yet well I know what pangs I feU this morning 
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At his intended nuptials. For myself 

I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 

Zan, You will not wed her then i 

Alon* Not instantly. 
Insult his broken heart the very moment I 

Zan* I understand you : but youUl wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his first pain assuag'd. 

Aton. Am I to blame in that \ 

Zan. My lord, I love 
Your very errors; they are born from virtue. 
Your friendship (and wliat nobler passion claims 
The heart }) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
Consider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos* match, and wherefore urge Alonzo^s ? 
'Twas the same cause> the love of wealth. To- 
morrow . 
May see Alonzo in Don Carlos* fortune ; 
A higher bidder is a better friend. 
And there are princes sigh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone you'll wed ; why, when the 

cause 
Which gives you Leonora now will cease. 
Carlos has lost her ; should you lose IVer too, 
Why, then you heap new torments on your friend, 

By that respeft which labour'd to relieve him 

^ 'Tis well he is disturb'd ; it makes him pause. [Aside, 

Ahn. Think'st thou, my Zanga, should i ask Don 
Carlos, 
His goodness would consent that I shotild wed her? 

Zns. I know it would. 
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Aim, But then the' cruelty 
To ask it| and for me to Ksk it of him I 

!Zan. Methinks y6a are Severe upon your friend; 
Who was it gave him liberty and life } 

AUm. That is the very reason which forbids it. 
Were I a stranger I could freely speak 2 
In me it so resembles a demand, 
Exa^ing of a debt, it shocks my nature. 

Zau. My lord, you know the sad alternatives 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not ? 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you : 
Warmly as you I wish Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewise Don Alonzb*s friend : 
There all the difference lies between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another self; 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from these ertors, which^ though caus'd by 

virtue, 
Are such as may hereafter give you pain- 
Don Lopez of Castile would not demur thus* 

Alon, Perish the name I What, sacrifice the fair 
To age and ugliness, because set in gold ? 
I'll to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
I have not seen him since his sore affliction ) 
But shunn*d it, as too terrible to bear. 
How shall I bear it now } Tm struck already. [EmU 

Zan, Half of my work is done* I must secure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo speak with him. 

\H€ gives a message to a servant^ then reiurrus 
Frond hated Spain, oft drendi'd ia Mooiish, |»iood I 
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Dost thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 

Shake not the toi^'ers where-e'er I pass along. 

Conscious of ruin, and their great destroyer i 

Shake to the centre if Alonzo's dear. . 

Luok down. Oh, holy prophet I see me torture 

This Chri^tian do^, this infidel, which dares 

To smite thy votaries, and spurn thy law ; 

And yet Jiopes pleasure from two radiant eyes. 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

Shall he enojy thy paradise below ) 

Blast the bold thought, and curse him with her charms! 

But see> the melancholy lover comes. 

Enter Don Car LOS. 

Car. Hope, thou hast told me lies from day to day, 
For more than twenty yeai-s ; vile promiser ! 
None here are happy, bur tlic very fool. 
Or very wise; and I wasn't fool enough 
To smile in vanities, and hug a shadow ; 
Nor have 1 wisdom to elaborate 
An artificial happiness from pains : 
Ev'n joys are pains, because they cannot last. [SigAs* 
** Yet much is talkM of bliss ; it is the art 
** Of such as have the world in their possession, 
** To give it a good name, that fools may envy ; 
** For envy to small minds is flattery." 
How- many lift the head, look gay, and smile 
Against their consciences } And this we know, 
Yet, knowing, disbelieve, and try again 
Wliat we have try*d, and struggle with conviAion* 



Each new experience gives the former credit ; 
And reverend grey threescore is but a voucher^ 
That thirty told ua true. 
Zan. My noble lord, 
I mourn your fate : but are no hopes surviving ? ' 
Car. No hopes. Alvareas has a heart of steel* 
'Tis fix'd — 'tis past — 'tis absohite despair! 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made 
tender, 
By your own pains, to feel a friend's distress. 

Car, I understand you well. Alonzo loves; 
I pity him. 

Zan. I dare be sworn you do* 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
' Car. What canst thou mean ? 

Zan. Indeed be has; and fears to ask a favour ' 
A stranger from a stranger might request ; 
What costs you nothing, yet is all to him : 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 
For nothing more than wishm^ your friend well. 
Car, i pray, be plain ; his happiness is mine. 
21an. He loves to death ; but so reveres nis friend^ 
He cann*t persuade his heart to wed the maid 
Without your leave, and that he fears to ask. 
In perfect tenuei ness 1 urg'd him to it. 
Kn. wing the deadjy sickness of his heart, 
Your overflowing goodness to your friend. 
Your wisdom, and despair yourself to wed her^ 
I wrung a promise from him he would try : 
And now 1 come, a mutual friend to both^ 

Dij 
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And to prepare you kindly to receive hinu 

Car. Ha I if he weds I am undone indeed ; 
Not Don Alrarez' self can then relieve me. 

Zan, Alas, my lord, you know his heart is steel t 
'Tis ii^'dy 'tis past, 'tis absolute despair. 

Car, Oh, cruel Heaven I and is it not enough 
7hat I ||iu(t never, neyef see her more i 
Say, is it not enough that I must die ; 
But I must be tormented in thje grave ?•*— 
Ask ipy consent 1-rMust I then give her tp him i 
]Lead to his nuptial sheets the blushing maid^ 
Oh ! Leonora I never, neyer, never! 

Zan. A storm pf plagnes upon him I he refuses. 

Car* What, wed her ?-r-and to-day } 

Zan. To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may some wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you : 
Then whom shall he condemn for his misfortune^ 
Carlos is gn Alvarez to his love. 

Car. Oh, torment I wjiither shall I turn \ 

Zan. To peace. 

Car. \Yhich is the way \ 

Zan. His happiness is yours— r 
I dare not disbelieve you* 

Car. Kill my friend I 

Or wor5e--tr-Ala** ^i^d pan there be a worse? 
A worse there is ; nor can my nature bear it. 
2izif . You )iaye convinced me 'tis a dreadful tasl^« 
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1 find A^onzo's quittini^ her this morning 
For Carlos* sake, in tenderness to you. 
Betray 'd me to believe it less severe 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou dost upbraid me, 

Zatin No, my good lord; but since you cann't 
comply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy*d, as now, but not by your decree. 

Car. By my decree I Do I decree his death \ 

I do Shall I then lead her to his arms ? 

Oh, which side shall I take ? Be stabbM, or — stab ? 
'Tis equal death I a choice of agonies ? 
Ah, no I — all other agonies are ease 

To one Oh, Leonora 1 — never, never! 

Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 

Tho* but a day ; something, perchance, may happca 

To soften all to friendship and to love. 

Go, stop my friend, let me not see him now ; 

But save us from an interview of death, 

Zizn. My lord, Vvn bound in duty to obey you' ' » 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo prosper, [Aside and exit* 

Car, What is this world ? — Thy school, Oh, misery! 
Our only lesson is to learn to suffer ; 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing, 
** Tho* deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
«* My comfort is, each moment takes away 
** A grain, at least, from the dead load that's on me, 
«< And gives a nearer prospect of the grave." 

Diij 
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But put it most severely— -^should I live 

Live long alas, there is np length in time ! 

Nor in thy time, Ph, man I— What's fourscore years? 

Nay, what, indeed, the age of time itself. 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 

1* Away, then l-Tr-r-To ^ mipd resplv'd and wise, 

•* There is an impotence in misery, 

«* WJiiph makes me j^mije, whpii all its shafts arc in 
me/» 

Yet Leoipra-T — she can make timp loi^g, 

Its nature alter, as she alter'd mine. 

While in the lustre of her charms I lay^ 
WhoU summer sms roWd unpercetv'd away ; 
i years for days, and days for moments told^ 
And was surprised to hear that I grew old. 
i^owfate does rigidly its dues regain^ 
And every moment is an age of pain. 

4^ he is going out, enter Zanga and Don Alokzo, 
Zanca stops Don Carlos. 

Zan. Is this Don Carlos ? this the boasted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his sadness? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
«' Who'sc sorrows thus depress; him ? Not his own: 
f * This moment \\t could wed without your leave.'' 

Car, I cannot yield } nor can I bear his griefs. 
Alonzo I [Going to him, and tahing his hand. 

Alan, Oh, Garlpsi ^ 

far. Pray, forbear^ . 
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JUm. Art thou undone, and shall Alonzo smile \ 
Alonzo* who, perhaps, in some degree 
Contributed to cause thy dreadful fate } 
I was deputed guardian of thy love ; 
3ur, Oh, I lov*d myself I Pour down afflidlions 
On this devoted head i make me your mark ; 
And be the world by my example taught, 
^ow sacred it should hold the name of friend. 

Car* You charge yourself unjustly ; well I know 
The only cause of my severe afflidtion. 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez ! — So much anguish 
Felt for so small a failure, is one merit 
Which faultless virtue wants. The crime was mine. 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou couldst fail; 
Tho* well I knew that dreadful post of honour 
1 gave thee to maintain. Ah 1 who could bear 
Those eyes unhurt ? The wounds myself have felt>- 
(Which wounds alone should cause me to condemn 

thee) 
They plead in thy excuse ; for I too strove 
To shun those fires, and found 'twas not in man. 

AloH. You cast in shades the failure of a friend, • 
And soften all ; but think not you deceive me ; 
1 know my guilt, and I implore your pardon, 
As the sole glimpse I can obtain of peace. 

Car. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bathed 
In ceaseless te<u's, and blushing for her love t 
Who, like a rose-leaf wet with morning dew. 
Would have stuck close, sftid clung for ever there 1 
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Bat 'twas in thee, thro' fondness hr thy friend. 
To shut thy bosom against ecstacies ; 
For whichy while this pulse beats, it beats to thee ; 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And every wish is Icvell'd at thy joy. 

Zan, [To Alon.] My lord^ ray lord, this is your 
time to speak. 

Alon. [ToZan.] Because he's kind ? It therefore is 
the worst ; 

* For 'tis his kindness which I fear to hurt. 
' Shall the same moment see him sink in woes, 

< And me providing for a flood of joys, 

< Rich in the plunder of his happiness? 
*• No, I may die ; but I can never speak. 

" Car. Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it: 

* The first word strikes me dead— Oh, Leonora I 

* And shall another taste htr fragrant breath ? 

* Who knows what after- time may bring to pass ? 

< Fathers may change, and I may wed her still, [^jistdtm 
** Alony \To Zan.] Do I not see him quite possess'd 

with anguish, 
<« Which, like a daemon, writhes him to and fro 5" 
And shall I pour in new ? No fond desire. 
No love : one pang at parting, and farewell* 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

Car* Alas 1 my friend, why with such eager grasp 
Dost press my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 

Alon* If, after death, our forms (as some believe) 
Shall be transparent, naked every thought. 
And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts^ 
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Thou*U know one day that thou wast held most dear. 
Farewell. 

Car* Alonzoy stay-— he cannot speak— [IJoldi him* 
Lest it should grieve me— Shall I be outdone f 
And lose in glory, as I lose in love \ [Aside*^ 

I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo^ 
You think so meanly of me» not to speak. 
When well I know yp^ir hpart is near to bursting* 
Have you forgot how you h^ve bound me to you t 
Your smallest friendship's liberty and life. 

Abn, There, there it is, ray friend, it cuts ipe th^re. 
How dreadful is it to a generous mind 
To ask| when sure he cannot be deny'd! 

Car, How greatly thought I In all he towers above 
mp. [A4d€» 

Then you confess you would ^sk soinething of me ? 

Alon. No, on my soul. 

Zan» [To Alon.] Then lose hep. 

Czr. Glorious spirit I 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this I 
By Heaven, I envy him his agonies. 
^* Why was not mine the most illustrious lot, 
** Of starting at one aftion from below, 
" And flaming up into consummate greatness ? 

f< Hal angels strengthen mel'^— It shall be so 

" I cann't want strength. Great actions, once con- 

CcivM, 
^ Strengthen like wine, and animate the soul, 
MiVlid call themselv/e« tp being. [Aside,^'' Mjr 
A)onzo I 
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Since thy grdat soul disdains to make reqaesit. 
Receive with favour that I make to thee, 

Alon» What means my Carlos \ 

Car. Pray observe me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart. 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more — What now does reason bid ? 
I cannot wed — Farewell my happiness ! 
But, O my soul, with care provide for hers I 
In life, how weak, how helpless is woman f 
'< Soon hurt ; in happiness itself unsafe, 
** And often wounded while she plucks the rose j 
•* So properly the objeft of aflliflion, 
**IFhat Heaven is pleas'd to make distress become 

her, 
** And dresses her most amiably in tears." 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair. 
Be thuu her guardian, and thou must be mine^ 
Shut out the thousand pressing ills of life 
With thy surrounding arms — Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav*st me, 
As little things, as essays of thy goodness, 
And rudiments of friendship so divine. 

Alofi, There is a grandeur in thy goodness to me. 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador*d* 
** But have a care, nor thjnk I can be pleased 
** With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 
** Thou dost dissemble, and thy heart* s in tears* 
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** Car, My heart's in heahh, my spirits dance their 
round, 
** And at my eyes pleasure looks out in smiles. 

•* yrfAw." And canst thou^ canst thou part wjth 

Leonora ? 
Car, I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alon. O, CarlQsl 

** Car. Don't djsturb me, I'm sincere, 
I ** Nor is it more tlian simple justice in me. 
*• This morn didst tliou resi„'n her for my sake ; 
•* I but perform a virtue learnt from thee j 
♦* Discharge a debr, and pay her to thy wishes. 
*« Alon. Ah , how ?" — But think not words were 
ever made 
For such occasions. Silence, tears, embracesy 
Are languid eloquence \ Til seek relief 
In absence from the pain of so much goodness, 
There thank the blest above, thy sole superiors, 
Adore, and raise my thoughts of them by thee. 

[Exit. 
Zan. Thus far success has crown'd my boldest hope* 
My jiext care is to hasten these new nuptials. 
And then my master- works begin to play. [Mt'dcm 
Why this was greatly done, without one sigh [To Car. 
To carry such a glory to its period. 

Car, Too soon thou praisest me. He's gone, and 
now 
I must unsluice my over-burthen'd heart. 
And let it flow. 1 would not grieve my friend 
With tears j nor interrupt my great design ; 



40 THE RETBNGE. ASt ilh 

Great sure as ever human breast durst think of. 
But now my sorrows, long with pain supprest. 

Bunt their confinement mtk mpetltotis stoay^ 

0*er-sweU alt bounds^ and bear e^tn life away t 

So till the day was zvon, the Greek renowrCd 

With anguish wore the arrow in his wotmdf 

'Then drew the shaft from out his tortur'd side^ 

Let gush the torrent of his bloody and dy*d» [ExeuAt* 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Zavo A. , 

Zanga, I 

Joy, thou welcome stranger f twice three years 

1 have not felt thy vital beam $ but now 

It warms my veins, ami plays around my heart : 

A fiery instin^ lifts me from the ground, 

And I could mount-' — the spirits numberless 

Of my dear countrymen, which yesterday 

Left their poor bleeding bodies on the fields 

Are all assembled here, and -o'er- inform me.— ^ 

O, bridegroom 1 great indeed thy present bliss; 

Yet ev*n by me unenvy'd ; for be sure 

It is thy last, thy last smile, that which now 

Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou may'st ; 

Anguish, and groans, and death bespeak to^morrovf. 

Enter Isabella. 
My Isabella f 
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Jsa^ What Commands, my Moor ? 

Zan. My fair ally 1 my lovely minister I 
*Twas well Alvarez, by my arts impeird, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the last despair. 
And so prevent all future molestation) 
FinishM.the nuptials soon as he resolv'd them }] 
This condu6t ripenM all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the priest the holy rite perform'd, 
When I, by sacred inspiration, forg'd 
That letter, which I trusted to thy hand ; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys. 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The most profound acknowledgment of heart. 
For wondrous transports which he never knew. 
This is a good subservient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

isa. I quickly dropt it in the bride*s apartment, 
As you commanded. 

Zan, With a lucky hand ; 
For soon Alonzo found it ; I observ'd him 
From out my secret stand. He took it up; 
But scarce was it unfolded to his sight. 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye. 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghast awhile my viflim stood, 
Disguis*d a sigh or two, and puff 'd them from him ; 
Then rubVd his brow, and took it up again. 
At first he look'd as if he meant to read it ; 
But check'd by rising fea^s, he crushM it thus, 
And thrust it, like an adder, in his bosom. 
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Isa, But if he read it not, it cannot sting him. 
At least not mortally. 

Zan, At first I thought so; 
But fartlier thought informs mc otherwise, 
And turns this disappointment to account. 
<« He rpore shall credit it, because unseen, 
*< (If 'tis unseen) as thou anon may'st find. 

« Isa, That would indeed commeiul my Zaaga^s 
skill." 

Zan. This, Isabella, is Don Carlos' pidhire 5 
Take it, and so dispose of it, that found. 
It may raise up a witness of her love ; 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet. 
Or elsewhere, as shall best promote our end. 

ha, 1*11 weigh it .asi its consequence requires^ 
Then do my utmost to deserve your smile* [ExU. 

Zan. Is that Alonzo prostrate on the ground r 

Now he starts up like flame from sleeping embers. 
And wild distraction glares from either eye. 
If thus a slight surmise can work his soul, 
How will the fulness of the tempest tear him ? 

Enter Don Alonzo. 

Alon. And yet it cannot be 1 am deceivM— - 

I injure her : she wears the face of Heaven. 

Zan* He doubts. \^Asid€* 

jilon. I dare not look on this again. 
If the first glance, which gave suspicion only^ 
Had such eife^, so smote my heart and brain, 
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It cannot— —^Ha I it must, it must be trae. [Starts, 

ZoTu Hold there, and we succeed. He has de- 
scry'd me. 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and rest it on my counsel. 
I'll seem to go, to make my stay more sure. [^/fside» 

A/on. Hold, Zanga, turn. 

^an. My lord* 

^ion. Shut close the d«ors. 
That not a spirit find an entrance here. 

Zan. My lord's obey*d. 

j^ian. I sec that thou art frighted. 
If thou dost love me, I shall fill thy heart 
With scorpions stings. 

Zant If I do love, my lordJ 

Aion, Come near me, let me rest upon thy bosom ; 
(What pillow like the bosom of a friend ?) 
For I am sick at heart. 

Zan. Speak, sir, O speaky 
And take me from the rack. 

•• /i/on. And is there need 
*• Of words ? Behold a wonder! See my tears! 

** Zan. I feel 'em too. Heaven grant my senses 
fail me I 
•• I rather would lose them, than have this real* 

*• Alon, Go, take a round thro* ali things in thy 
thought, 
•* And find that one j for there is only one 

Bij 
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** Which could extort my tears ; find that, and tell 
*^ Thyself my misery, and spare me the pain. 

*< Zan. Sorrow can think but ill->-I am bewilder'ds 
** I know not where I am. 

*' Alon, Think, think no more. 
<Mt ne*er can enter in an honest heart. 

«« IMl tell thee then 1 cannot-— -yet I do 

«* By wanting force to give it utterance. 

*' Zsff. Speak, ease your heart ; its throbs will 
break your bosom." 

jilon, I am most happy : mine is viftory. 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's shout. 
And great men make their fortunes of my smiles* 

curse of curses I in the lap of blessing 
To be most curst I My Leonora's false! 

Zan, Save me, my lord 1 

Alon, My Leonora's false I [Gives him the Utter» 

Zan. Then Heaven has lost its image here on earth* 

[While Zanga reads the Utter ^ he trembles^ and 

shews the utmost concern. 

Alon, Good.natur'd manl he makes my pains his 

own. 

1 durst not read it; but I read it now 
In thy concern. 

Zan, Did you not read it then ? 

Alon, Mine eye just touch'd it, ^and could bear no 

more. 
Zan. Thus perish all that gives Alonzo pain I 

[Tears the Utter. 
Alon, Why didst thou tea^ it } 



i 
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Zan. Think of it no more. 
•Twas your mistake, and groundless are your fears. 

Alon. And didst thou tremble then for my mistake } 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 

Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your sword, and find the secret here. 
For whose sake is it, think you, I conceal it ? 
Wherefore this rage ? Because I seek your peace i 
I have no interest in suppressing it. 
But what good-naturM tenderness for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the *' heart 
*• That will be rent in two. Not mine the" fame 
That will be damnM» though all the world should 
know it. 

Aim, Then my worst fears are true, and life is past, 

Zan, What has the rashness of my passion utter'd ? 
I know not what ; but rage is our destruction , 
And all its words are wind— -Yet sure, I think, 

I nothing own'd* but grant I did confess. 

What is a letter ? letters may be forg'd. 

For Hcav'n's sweet sake, my lord, lift up your heart* 

Some foe to your repose ■ ■ 

Alon, So, Heaven look on me, 
As I cann't find the man I have offended. 

2Uin, Indeed I [Aside.'\ Our innocence is not ouir 

shield : 
They take offence, who have not been offended i 
They seek our ruin too, who speak us fair. 
And death is often ambushM in their smiles. 

EiJj 
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<* We know not whom we have to fear," 'Tis certaia 

A letter may be forg'd, and in a point 

Of such a dreadful consequence as this. 

One would rely on nought that might be falsc- 

Think, have you any other cause to doubt her J 

Away, you can find none. Resume your spirit ; 

All's well again. 

Aion. O that it* were I 

Zan. It is; 
For who would credit that, which credited. 
Makes hell superfluous by superior pains, 
Without such proofs as cannot be withstood ; 
Has she not ever been to virtue trained i 
Is not her fame as spotless as the sun, 
Her sex*s envy, and the boast of Spain ? 

Alon. O, Zanga ! it is that confounds me mosf. 
That full in opposition to appearance— 

Zan» No more, my lord, for you condemn yourself. 
What is"absurdity, but to believe 

Against appearance I You can n't yet, I find. 

Subdue your passion to your better sense ;■ 

And, truth to tell, it does not much displease me. " 

'Tis fit our indiscretions should be check'd 

With some degree of pain. 

Alen, What indiscretion i 

Zan. Come, you must bear to hear your faults 
from me. 
Had you not sent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul slave, 
Who forg'd the senseless scroll which gives you pain. 
Had wanted footing for his villany. 
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Aion, I sent him not. 

Zan, Not send him I — Ha! — ^That strikes me. 
I thought he Came on message to the king. 
Is there another cause could justify 
His shunning danger, and the promis'd fight } 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 
So long an absence, and impatient love— 

Alon* In my confusion that had quite escap'd me. ' 
By Heaven, my wounded soul does bleed afresh j 
Tis clear as day — for Carlos is so brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts f«r danger. 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle. 

But for the transports ? Oh, it must be so— — 

Inhuman 1 by the loss of his own honour. 
To buy the ruin of his friend I 

Zan. You wrong him ; 
He knew not of your love. 

jilon. Hal" 

Zan, That stings home. [Aside* 

Alon, Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous 
love ■ 
Proofs rise on proofs, and still the last the strongest* 
*' Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 
<* Which calls for judgment on distinguished guilt, 
<* And loves to make our crime our punishment.*' 
Love is my torture, love was first my crime $ 
For she was his, my friend's, and he (O horror 1) 
Confided all in me. O, sacred faith 1 
How dearly I abide thy violation 1 
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Zan» Were then their loves far gone \ . 

Alon. The father's will 
There bore a total sway ; and he, as sooa '' 

As news arrived Jhat Carlos' fleet was seen | 

From off our coast, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determin'd, that the very sun which saw 
Carlos' return, should see his daughter wed. . 

Zan, Indeed, my lord; then you must pardon me^ d 
If I presume to mitigate the crime. 
Consider, strong allurements soften guilt ; 
Long was his absence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his return, the next day destin'd 
For his espousals — 'twas a strong temptation. 

Alon, Temptation I 

Zan, 'Twas but gaining of one night* 

Alon. One night I 

Zan. That crime could ne'er return again. 

Alon, Again I By Heaven,, thou dtost insult thy lord* 
Temptation ! One night gain'd I O stings and death ! 
And am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga I 
And dost thou own it too \ Deny it .still. 
And rescue me one moment from distra6lion* 

Zan, My lord, I hope the best. 

Alon, False, foolish hope, 
*' And insolent to me 1" Thou know'st it false ; 
It is as glaring as the noon*tide sun. 
Devil I — This morning, after three years coldness^ 
To rush at once into a passion for me I 
'Twas time to feign, 'twas time to get another. 
When her first fool was sated with her beauties* 



r 
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Zan, What says my lord ? Did Leonora then 
Kever before disclose her passion for you } 

Alon, Never. 

Zan. Throughout the whole three years ? 

Alon, O never I never I 
Why, Zanga, shouldst thou strive ? 'Tis all in vain : 
Tlio' thy soul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at* Ah I I*m plunging down 
Ten thousand thousand fathoms in despair. 

Zan, Hold, sir, 1*11 break your fall — Wave ev'ry 
fear. 
And be a man again «-Had he enjoy 'd her. 
Be most assured, he had resignM her to you 
With less reludlance. 

Alon. Ha ! Resign her to me !■ 
Resign her ! — Who resign'd her ? — Double death I 
How could I doubt so long ? ** My heart is broke." 
First love her to distraction I then resign her I 

Zan. But was it not with utmost agony \ 

Alon. Grant that, he still resign'd her; that's 
enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me \ 

Tear out his heart ? She was his heart no more— 

Nor was it with relu61ance he resignM her ; 
By Heav'n, he ask'd, he courted me to wed. 
I thought it strange ; 'tis now no longer so. 

Zan» Was't his retjqest J Are you right sure of 
that? 
I fear the letter was not all a tale^ 

4lon^ A tal^ 1 There's proof equivalent to sight. 
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Zan* I should distrust my sight on this occasion. 

Ahn, And so should I ; by Heaven, I think I 
should. 

What ! Leonora, the divine, by whom 
We guess'd at angels ! Oh 1 l*m all confusion. 

2jan. You now are too much ruffled to think clearljfw 
Since bliss and horror, life and death hang on it. 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumstance ; consider, above all. 
That it is jealousy's peculiar nature 
To swell small things to great ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to lose its reason 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form*d. 

Alon, Had I ten thousand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceived. " I fear 'tis doomsday with me/* 
And yet she seem*d so pure, that 1 thought Heavea 
Borrowed her form for virtue's self to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the sons of men* 
O, Leonora ) Leonora 1 [Exiu 

Enter Isabflla. 

Zan. Thus far it works auspiciously. My patient 
Tlirives underneath my. hand in misery. 
He's gone to think'; that is, to be distracted. 

Isa. I overheard your conference, and saw you. 
To my amazement, tear the letter* 

ZaH» There, 
There, Isabella, I out-did myself. 
For tearing^ it, I not secure it only 
In its first force j but superadd a new. " 



I 



\JiBin. THE REVENGE. 5I 

for who can now the character examine 
pTo cause a doubt, much less deleft the fraud \ 
f-And after tearing it, as loth to shew 
The foul contents, if I should swear it now 
_A. forgery, my lord would disbelieve me, 
14ay, jnore, would disbelieve the mgre I swore# 
But is the pi6lure happily disposed of ? 
Isa, It is. 

Zan. That's well — Ah I what is well ? O pang to 
think ! 
O dir« ae(ie3sity I is this my province ? 
Whither, my soul! ahl whither art thou sunk 
" Beneath thy sphere ? Ere while, far, far above 
** Such little arts, dissembling, falsehoods, frauds, 
" The trash of villany itself, which falls 
" To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread." 
Does this become a soldier ? This become 
Whom armies followed, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. 
But great my end; and since there are no other. 
These means are just, they shine with borrow'd light. 
Illustrious from the purpose they pursue. 

. And greater sure my merits who^ to gain, 
A point sublime^ can such a task sustain ; 
To wade thrc^ ways obscene^ my honour bend. 
And shock my nature^ to attain my end* 
Late time shall wonder \ that my joys will raise ; 
For wonder is involuntary praise, [Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 



Enter Don Alonzo and Zanga. 

Alonzo* 
Oh, what a pain to think I when every thought| 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs. 
And reason knits th' inextricable toil. 
In which herself is taken I <M am lost, 
«< Poor inseft that I am, I am involved, 
« And bury'd in the web myself have wrought ! 
«< One argument is balanc'd by another, 
« And reason reason meets it) doubtful fight, 
«* And proofs are countermined by equal proofs." 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind. 
This ihward anarchy; but find my wife, 
And to her trembling heart presenting death, 
Force all th6 secret from her. 

Zan. O, forbear ! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

AUfi, What dost thou mean \ 

!Zan* That will discover all. 
And kill my hopes. What can I think or do \ [AsMi* 

Aion. What dost thou murmur i 

Zan. Force the secret from her I 
What's perjury to such a crime as this ? 
Will she confess it theif? O, groundless hope I 
But rest assur'd, she'll make this accusation. 
Or false or true, your ruia with th« king j 
Such is her ftither's power^ 
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ji^on. No more, I cafe not ; 
Rather than groan beneath this }oad> 1^11 die. 

Zan. But for "what better will you change this load ^ 
Grant you should know it, would not that be worse t 

Alon. No) it would cure me of my mortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt I should despise her. 
And all my love-bred agonies would vanish. 

Zan. Ah 1 were I sure of that, my lord— — *i 

Alon. What then? 

'Zan, You should not hazard life to gain the secret, 

Alon. What dost thou mean ? Thou know'st I'm 
dn the rack, 
rU not be play'd with ; speak, if thou hast auglit, 
Or I this instant fly to Leonora. 

Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite so far, gone in guilt to suffer it, 
Tho* gone too far. Heaven knows — *Tis I am guilty-— 
I have took pains, as you> I know, observed, 
To hinder you from diving in the secret. 
And turn 'd aside your thoughts from the dete£tio<n» 

Alon. Thou dost confound me. 

Zan. I confound myself. 
And frankly own it, tha' to my shame I own it i 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The secret out, and made me own my crime. 

Alon. Speak quicicly; Zanga, speak. 

Zan. Not yet, dread sir : 
First, I must be assur'd, that if you find 
The fair one guilty, scorn, as you assur'd me^ 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your soul. 

F 
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Alon, Oh ! 'twill, by Heaven. 

Zan. Alas 1 I fear it much, 
•And scarce can hope so far ; but I of thi9 
£xa6t your solemn oath, that you'll abstain 
From all self-violence, and save my lord. 

j4lon. I trebly swear. 

Zan, YouUl bear it like a man \ 

Alon, A god. 

Zan, Such have you been to me, thjese tears con- 
fess it, 
fAnd pour'd forth miracles of kindnes»on met 
And what amends is now within my poweri 
But to confess, expose myself to justice, 
And as a blessing claim my punishment \ 
Know then, Don Carlos 

Alon. Oh! 
^ Zan* You cannot bear it. 

Alon, Go on, I'll have it, though it blast mankind; 
ni have it all, and instantly. Go on. 

'Zan» Don Carlos did return at dead of night— 

" Enter Leonora. 

** Leon, My Lord Alonzo, you are absent from us, 
" And quite undo our joy. 

** Alon. I'll come, my love : 
*« Be not our friends deserted by us both ; 
*' I'll follow you this moment. 

** Leon. My good lord, 
** I do observe severity of thought 
<< Upon your brojv. Aught hear you from the Moors? 
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«« jilon. No, my delight. 
«< Leon. What then employ'd yourmind? 
*« jHon, Thou, love, and only thou; so Heaven bc» 
friend me, 
<< As other thought can find no entrance here. 
" Leon, How good in you, my lord, whom nations* 
cares 
*^ Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
** To drop one thought on me t 

** [He shews the utmost impatience, 
'< Aion* Dost thou then prize it } 
" Leon, Do you then ask it ? 
« Mon» Know then, to thy comfort, 
" Thou l^ast me all, my throbbing lieart is full 
" With thee alone, I've thought of nothing else $ 
^< Nor shAll I, from my soul bdieve, till death. 
'* My life, our friends expefl thee* 
*♦ Leon, I obey. [Exit^ 

** Alon* Is that the face of curs*d hypocrisy i 
** If she is guiky, stars are made of darkness, 
" And beauty shall no more belor\g to Heaven 
'< Doh Carlos, did return at dead of night«— ' 

** Proceed, good Zanga, so thy tale began. 

« 2^^ Don Carlos did return at dead of night ;** 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command tlie watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the kingi 
Dispatch'd fifom you. 
A/on* The villain ly*dl 

Fij 
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Zan» My lord^ 
I pray, forbear— —Transported at his sight. 
After so long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could suspedl him of an artifice }) 
No farther I enquirM, but let him pass. 
False to my trust, at least imprudent in it. 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden. 
As is my custom^ when the night*s serene. 
And took a moen-light walk : when soon I heard 
A rustling in an arbour that was near me. 
I saw two lovers in each other*s arms. 
Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 
Arose, and falUng back some paces from her, 
Gaz*d ardently a while, then rush'd at once, 
And throwing all himself into her bosom. 
There softly sigh'd ; * Oh, night of ^ecstacy I 
When shall we meet again }'— *Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 
Alon» Oh, Oh, my heart ! [He sinks into a ckaiu 
Zan. Groan on, and with the sound refresh mysouU 
'Tis thro* his heart, his knees smite'one another. 
'Tis thro' his brain, his eye-balls roll in anguish. 

[Asiit> 

My lord, my lord, why do you rack my soul I 
<< Speak to me, let me know that you still live. 
** Do nqt you know me, sir ? Pray, look upon mc> 
*« You think tpo deeply— r^I'm your own Zanga, 
*< So lov*d, so cherish 'd, and so faithful to you. — • 
«« Why start you in such fury J-rN*y> «iy ^<^r<i« 
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*« For Heaven's sake sheath your sword I What can 

this mean ? 
•* Fool that I was, to trust you with the secret, 
•' And you unkind to break your word with me. 

** Oh, passion for a woman ! On the ground 1 

•« Where is your boasted courage? Where your scorn, 
«' And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
•* And chase your love- bred agonies away V* 
Rise, sir, for honour's sake. Why should the Moors, 
Why should the vanquish'd triumph \ 

Alon, " Would to Heaven 
«< That I were lower still I*' Oh, she was all f — - 
My fame, my friendship, and imy love of arms. 
All stoop to her, my blood was her possession. 
Deep in the secret foldings of my heart 
She livM with hfe, and far the dearer she. 
But^— — '* and" no more—** set nature on a blaze, 
*• Give her a fit of jealousy— -away— " 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd, 
And not to think on't is impossible. 
*« How fair the cheek that first alarm'd my soul 1 
*< How bright the eye that set it on a flame I 
*« How soft the breast on which I laid my peace 
*< For years to slumber, unawak'd by care 1 
*< How fierce the transport 1 how sublime the bliss ! 
" How deep, how black, the horror and despair!'* 

Zan, You said you'd bear it like a man, 

Alon. I do. 
Am I not almost distra6ied ? 

Zan, Pray, be calm. 

Fnj 
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jilon. As hurricanes : — ^be thou assur'tl of that, 
Zan. Is this the wise Alonzo ? 
yJlon, Villain, no! 
He dy'd in the arbour—he was murder'd there f—r- 

" I am his daemon though My v^ife I— my wife!— 

JZfln. Alas! he weeps. 
Abn. Go, dig her grave ! 
Zan. My lord ! 

Alon. But that her blood's [too hot, I would ca- 
rouse it 
Around my bridal board 1 
Zan. And I would pledge thee, [Aiide. 

Alon. But I may talk too fast. Pray, let me think, 

And reason mildly. Wedded and undone 

Before one night descends. Oh, hasty evill 

What friend to comfort me in my extreme ! 
Where's Carlos ? Why is Carlos absent from me ? 
Does he know what has happen'd ? 
<• Zan. My good lord I 

** Alon. Oh, depth of horror ! He t My bosom 

friend I 
" Zan, Alas, compose yourself, my lord. 
« Ahn. To death ! 
« Gaze on her with both eyes so ardently ! 
«< Give them the vultures, tear him all in piecesi 
« Zan. Most excellent t [Jside. 

«< Jlon. Hark I you can keep a secret. 
*< In yonder arbour, bound with jasmine— — 

"Will's that? What villain's that ? Unhand her • 

Murder I— . 
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•* Tear them asunder— Murder— —Hoiy they grind 
•* My heart betwixt them I— —Oh, let go my heart I 
•• Yet let it go — ^* Embracing and embrac'd !' 

•* Oh, pestilence! Who let him in? — A traitor, 

[Goes to stab Zanga, he prevents hinu 
<* Alas I my head turns round, and my limbs fails me." 

Zan, My lord I 

Alon, Oh, villain, villain, most accurst ! 
If thou didst know it, why didst let me wed } 

Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate. 
I knew it not : — I saw them in the garden ; 
But saw no more than you might well expert 
To see in lovers destin'd for each other. 
By Heaven I thought their meeting innocent* 
Who could suspect fair Leonora's virtue, 
'Till after-proofs conspired to blacken it ? 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not ouf, 
(Eternal curses on Alvarez* haste 1) 
'Till holy rites had made (he wanton yours ; 
And then, I own, I laboured to conceal it, 
In duty and compassion to your peace. 
Alon* Live now, be damn'd hereafter — for I want 
thee.-r— 

* Oh, night of ecstacy I* Ha I was't not so ? 

*« I will enjoy this murder." — Let me think . 

The jasmine bower — 'tis secret and remote ; 

Go wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

[^Exit Zanga. 
How the sweet sound still sings within my ear I 

• When shall we meet again V To-night, in hell. 
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As ht is going f enter Leonora. 

Ha ! I*m surprised I I stagger at her charms! 

Oh, angel-devil I Shall I stab her now i 

No— It shall be as I at first determin'd. 

To kill her now were half my vengeance lost. 

Then must I now dissemble if I can. 

Leon. My lord, excuse me ; ** see, a second time'* 
I come in embassy from all your friends, 
Whose joys are languid, uninspir'd by yoU. 

Alcn, This moment, Leonora, I was coming 
To thee, and all— but sure, or I mistake, 
, Or thou canst well inspire my friends with joy, 

** Leon. Why sighs my lord ? 

*' Alon, I sigh*d not, Leonora. 

** Leon, I thought you did ; your sighs are mine, 
my lord, 
*< And I shall feel them all, 

** Alon, Dost flatter me ? 

** Leon» If my regards for you are flattery, 
** Full far indeed I stretch'd the compliment 
<* In this day's solemn rite. 

« Alon, What rite ? 

•* Leon, You sport me. 

** j4Ion» Indeed I do ; my heart is full of mirth. 

•< Leon, And so is mine 1 look on eheerfulness» 

•* As on the health of virtue. 

" Alon. Virtue ! Damn '* 

Leon. What says my lord } 
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jiion. Thou art exceeding fair. 

Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth ; 
^ But when the soul and body of a piece. 
Both shine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for gallant aflions, 
Heaven's pay on earth for such great souls as yourse- 
lf fair and innocent, I am your due. 

jilon. Innocent I I Aside, 

Leon, How, my lord 1 I interrupt you. 

jHon. No, my best life I I must not part with thee— 

This hand is mine Oh, what a hand is here 1 

So soft, souls sink into it, and are lost 1 

Leon* In tears, my lord i 

j4lon. What less can speak my joy ? 
** I ga^» and I forget my own existence : 
** 'Tis all a vision — my head swims in Heaven. 
** Wherefore I Oh, wherefore this expence of beauty } 

" And wherefore. Oh I 

Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes : 
And I could snatch a flaming thunderbolt^ 
And hurl destru6tion 1 ■ 

<* Leon, How, my lord 1 what mean you ? 
<< Acquaint me with the secret of your heart, 
** Or cast me out for ever from your love. 

*< Aloi^, Art thou co^icern'd for me ?". 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondness of your nuptial hour ? 
'' I am ill U8*d, my lord, I must not bear it." 
Why, whco I woo your hand, is it deay*d mc I 
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Your very eyes, why arc they taught t6 shunmc? — 

Nay, my good lord, I have a title here, 

[Taking hii hand. 

And I will have it. Am not I your wife ? 

Have not 1 just authority to know 

That heart which I have purchased with my own? 

** Lay it before me then; it is my due. 

" Unkind Alonzo \ though I might demand it, 

** Behold I knteel I See, Leonora kneels ! 

*' And deigns to be a beggar for her own !'* 

Tell me the secret, I conjnre you fell me. 
" The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
•* Alvarez' daughter trembles in the dust." 
Speak then, I charge you speak, or 1 expire, 
And load you with my death. My lord, my lord \ 
Alon, Ha, ha, ha I 

\_He breaks from her, and she sinks upon tkeJioor» 
Leon. Are these the joys which fondly 1 conceived?" 
And is it thus a wedded life begins } . 
What did I part with, when I gave my heart } 
I knew not that all happiness went with it. 
Why did 1 leave my tender father's wing, 
And venture into level The maid that loves, 
Goes out to sea upon a shatter*d plank. 
And puts her trust in miracles for safety. 
Where shall ( sigh ?— where pour out my complaints? 
He that should hear, should succour, should redress, 
He is the source of all. 

^ion. Go to thy chamber } 
I soon will follow; that which now disturbs thee 
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Shall be dear'd up^ and thou shalt not condemn nie. 

[Exit Leon. 
Oh, how like innocence she looks!— What, stab her t 
And rush into her blood I—" I never can ! 
>< In her guilt shines, and nature holds my hand.'* 
How then ? Why, thus— No more j it is deterroin'd. 

En^er Zanga. 

Zan, I fear bis heart has fail'd him. She must die. 
Can I not rouse ^le snake that's in his bosom, 
To sting our human nature, and eS^&. it } [Aside, 

Alon. This vast and solid earth, that blazing sun. 
Those skies through Which it rolls, must all have end. 
What then is man \ the smallest part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year. 
Our life is but a chain of ntany deaths ; 
Can then.death*!^ self l^e fear'd? our life much rather. 
Life is the desert, life the soUtude, 
Death joins us ;to the great majority : 
'Tis to be borne to Plato*s, and to Caesars ; 
'Tis to be gre^t for ever ; 
•Tis pleasure, 'tis ambition then to die. 

Zan, I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 
Alon* I did. 

Zan. I give you joy, then Leonora*s dead. 
Alon, No, Zanga, ** the greatest guilt is mine, 
<* 'Tis mine, who might have .mark'd his midnight 

visit, 
" Who might have mark'd his tameness to resign her; 
*<i Who might have mark'd her ludden turn of love : 



^4 THE REYENGB. A3 If* 

** These, and a thousand tokens more ; and yet> 
** (For which the saints absolve my soul 1} did wed. 
•< Zan, Where does this tend ? 
•* j^n,** To shed a woman's blood 
Would stain my sword, and make my wa^s ingioriou^; 
<< But just resentment to myself, bears in it 
<* A stamp of greatness above vulgar minds/' 
He who, superior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the vi^m of his reasoki| 
Does in some sort that reason deify. 
And take a flight at Heaven. 

Zan, Alas, my lord, 
^Tis not your reason, but her beauty finds 
Those arguments, and throws you on your sword* 
Yon cannot dose^n eye that is so bright. 
You cannot strike abreast that is so soft. 
That has ten thousand ecstacies ]n store* > 
For Carlos ?■ ■ No, my lord, I mean for you. 
jiitm. Oh, through my heart and marrow 1 Pr'ythte 
spare me : 
Nor more upbraid the weakness of thy lord. 
1 own, 1 try'd, I quarrell'd with my heart 
And push*d it on, and bid it give her death ^ 
But, Oh, her eyes struck first, and murderM nre. 

Zan, 1 know not what to answer to my lord. 
Men are but men ; we did not make ourselves. 
Farewell then, my best lord, since you must die^ 
Oh, that 1 were to share your monument. 
And in eternal darkness close these eyes 
Against those scenes which 1 am doom'd to suffer ! 
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Zan, And is it then unknown } 
Oh, grief of heart to think thit yoii should ask h4 
Sure you distrust that Jlrdent love I bear you, 

JElse could you doubt when you ah^ Ikid irt dUst^-^^ : 

But it will cut my poor herfrt through arid through; 

To sec thosfe revel on your 3acred tomb, 

"Who brought you thither by their lawless loves. 

For there they'll rfevelj and etult to find 

Him sleep io fastj who else might mar their joys. 

Alon. Distraaidn li.'^=:^But Doh Carlos well thoii 
know*st 
Is sheathM-in steel, kild bent on dth^r thoughts. 

Zan. 1*11 work him to the nuirder of his friend^ 
Ves, till the fever of his blood returns^ 
While her last kiss Still glows upon his ch^ek. iMttti 
But when he finds Alonso is no fti()fti 
How will he rush like lightning to her af tns t 
There sigh, there larfguish^ there pout* obt his Soul | 
But ftot in gri^f-s-^-Sad obsctjuies to thee l-i^— ^ 
But thou wilt be at pt^Ldt^ tiot s^e, nor hear 
The burnvg kiss| the Sigh of etstacy, 
** Their throbbing hearts that jostle one artbther :'* 
Thank HfcaVerti thttsfc tOrmehts will be all my dwh'. 

Alon. I'll 6ase thee of that paiil. Let €arlod di^j 
O'ertake hiiii otl the road, a/id seCi it done. 
*Tis my tommaiid* IGiifis Hti stgRih 

Zan. I dare not disobey; 

jtfM. My ISanga, now I have thy leave th lUtt 
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Zan, Ah, sir! think, think again. Are all men 
buried 
In Carlos' grave ? You know not womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart h^is broke 
The modest zone, with which it first was ty*d, 
Each man she meets will be a Carlos to her. 

jilon. That thought has more of hell than had the 
former. 
Another, and another, and another! 
And eacli shall cast a smile upon my tomb. 
1 am convinc'd; I must not, will not die. 

Zan. You cannot die ; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains ? In nature no third way, 
But to forget, and so to love again. 

A/on. Oh I 

Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you good; 
If you forget, the world will call you wise ; 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 

Aion. Zanga, 1 und«rstand thee well. She diesi 
Though my arm trembles at the stroke, she dies. 

Zan. That's truly great. What think^you 'twas 
set up 
The Greek and Roman name in such a lustre. 
But doing right in stern despite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries. 
When great, august, and godlike justice call'd? 
At Aulis one pour'd out a daughter's life. 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars j 
Another slew his sister in just rage j 
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A. third, the theme of all succeeding times. 
Gave to the cruel axe a darling son. 
Nay more, for justice some devote themselves, 
f As he at Carthage, an Ttrimortal name ! 
Yet there is one step left above them all, 
Above their history, above their fable, 

A wife, bride, mistress unenjoy'd do that. 

And tread upoir the Greek and Roman glory. 

Ahn, 'Tfsdone! Again new transports fire my 

brain : 
I had forgot it, *tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me joy, we must be gay together; 
See that the festival be duly honour'd. 

And when with garlands the full bowl is crown' d^ 

And music gives the elevating sound. 

And golden carpets spread the sacred Jloor^ 

And a new day the blazing tapers pour^ 

ThoUf Zangay thou my solemn friends invite^ 

From the dark realms of everlasting night. 

Call vengeanccy call the furies^ call despair. 

And death, our chief- invited guest be there ; 

He with'pale hand shall lead the bride^ and spread 

Eternal curtains round our nuptial btd. [Exeunt. 



Gij 
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Enter Alomzq. 



Alon$o. 
'•Oh, pitiful I Qh, terrible to sight I 
f * Poor mangled §hade ! all covcr'd o'er with woundS| 
f f ^T\^ %o disgui^'d lyith blpo^ l-wTr-Whp murilef'4 

thee? 
ff Tell thy sad tale, and thou shalt be reveng'4* 
f< Ha! C^^rlos ?■!— Horror 1 Carlos? — Qh, awayl 
f * Go to the grave, or let me sinjf to mine. 
f ♦ I ca^inot bear tjie sight-r-What sight ? — r- Wl^er© 

am I ? 
f^ There's nothing here— If this was fancy's wo^lc. 
f* Shp draws a pi6^Mre strongly. -rr — r-r" 

Enter Zanga, 

f * Zan, Ha 1^ you're pale." 

Alon. Is Carlos murder'd \ 

ZaxL. I obey'd your order^ 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road y 
He fought as he was wont, and four he slew. 
Then sunk beneath ^n hundred wounds to des^tl^ 
His last brecith blest Alon^^o, ^nd cl^sir'4 
flis hopes might rest near yours, 

AlQn. Oh> ^angz^ I Zang^l 
put ril not think ; for I must a£t, and thinking 
\ypHl4 riiift mp for a(:lion. ** Oh, the iiiedl^y 
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" Of right and wrong ! the chaofs of my brain ! 

" He should, and should not die — You should obey, 

" And not obey It is a day of darkness, 

" Of contradictions, and of many deaths." 
Where's Leonora then? Quick, answer me: 
I'm deep in horrors, I'll be deeper still. 
I find thy artifice did fake eflftdt, 
And she forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan. I told her, from your childhood you was wont 
On any great surprise, but chiefly then 
When cause of sorrow bore it company, 
To have your passion shake the seat of reason ; 
A momentary ill, which soon blew o'er. 
Then di4 I tell her of Don Carlos' death, 
(Wisely suppressing by what means he fell) 
And laid the blame on that. At first she doubted ; 
But such the honest artifice I us'd. 
And such her ardent wish it should be true. 
That she, at length, was fully satisfy'd. 

" Alon, ' Twas well she was. In our late interview 
** My passion so far threw me from my guard, 
*« (Methinks'tis strange) that, conscious of her guilt, 
•« She saw not through its thin disguise my heart. 

<* Zflw." But what design you, sir, and how \ 

Alon. V\\ tell thee. 
Thus I've ordain'd jt. In the jasmine bower, 
The place which she dishonoured with her guilt, ^ 
There will I meet her ; the appointment's made j 
And calmly spread (for I can do it now) 
The blackness of her crime before her sight, 

Giij 
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And then with all the cool solemnity 
Of public iustice, give her to the grave. [£*t<. 

M Zan, Why, get tjiee pane I hprror s^n4 night go 
with thee. 
f < Sisters of Aph^rqn, go hand in hand, 
f < Qp dance around the boyyer, and close them in | 
f < And teU them that I sent yoi| to salute thenif 
f * {^rofane thp grppnd, and for th' ambrosial rose| 
f f i^nd breath pf jfisminp , let hemlock blackep, 
f^ And deadly i^ightshade poison aU the air« 
f? For the swpet njghpngale may ravens croak, 
f« Toadfj p^nt, and adders rustle through the leaves | 
** May serpents winding up the treps let fall 
f * Their hissing necks upon them from above, 
V And mingle kisses-r-such as I should giye them.'' 



SCENE 11. 

The Bower. 'Lv.QV OK/^ ^/e^ping, £8^<r Alon^Q^ 

Mon, Ye amaranths! ye roses, like the moral 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves I 
Why (io you sipile ? Why 4© you look so fair > 
Are ye not blasted as I enter in I 
•^ Yes, sp^ how every flower lets fi^ll its head I 
** How shudders every leaf without a wind I 
f * How every green is as the ivy pale I" 
Did ever midnight ghosts assemble here ? 
Hayc thesf sweet echoes eyer lea^rn'd to groi^f^ \ 
loy.giving, love-inspiring, holy bpwerl 
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Know, in thy fragrant bosom thou receiv'sl 

A murderer I Oh, I shall stain thy lilies, 

And horror will usurp the seat of bliss. 

** So Lucifer broke into Paradise, 

f^ And soon 4amnation fojlow'd," [Hf adxfanfis.'} Ha! 

shp slfjpps— — 
The day'§ iinQgrno^on he^t has overcome her. 
Then talce, my longing eyes, your last full gaze. 
Oh, what a sight is herel how dreadful fair 1 
Who woul4 not thinly that being innocent } 
Where shall I strike ? Who strikes her, strikes himself, 
My own )ife-l;)loo4 will issue at her v^ound. 
♦f Oh, my 4istra(5led heart | — Oh, cruel Heaven I 
** To give such charms as these, and then call man, 
** Mere m^n, to be yoi^r executioner. 
!* Wa^ it hpcausp it was too hard for you V* 
But see, she smiles t I never shall smile more. 
It strongly tf ippts* mp to a parting kiss, 

[Goingt he starts back. 
^a ! smile again. She dreams of him she loves. 
Curse 9(> her cl>arms ! Til stab her through them all,. 

[A^ he is going to strike^ she wakes. 
Tjepf^. My Jord, ypnr stay was long, and yonder luU 
Of falling waters tempted me to rest, 
pispirited viitl^ noon's excessive heat. 
Alctn, Y^ pow'rs 1 with what an eye she mends the 
day ! 
While they were clos'd I should have giv*n the blow, 

\^^side^ 
<* Oh, for a last embrace ! and then for justice : 
tf Thus Heaven find I shall both be satisfy'd.*' 
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Leon. What says my lord } 

jilon. Why this Alonzo says ; 
I f love were endless, men were gods ; 'tis that 
Does couiiterbalahce lra!rel, danger, pain ' 
*Tis Heaven's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leon, Alas, my lord I why talk you of the grave? 
Your friend is dead: in friendship you sustain 
A mighty loss ; repair it with my love. 

jiion. Thy love, thou piece of witchcraft ! I would 
say. 
Thou brightest angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
" Where hadst thou this, enchantress, tell me where, 
** Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
*' My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ? 
** Ev*n now thou swim'st before me. I shall lose 

thee- 

** No, I will make thee sure, and clasp thee all. 
«* Who turn'd this slender waist with so much art, 
** And shut perfection in so small a ring ? * 

•* Who spread that pure expanse of white above, 
♦* On which the dazzled sight can find no rest ; 
** But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
** For ever, and for ever finds new charms V* 
But Oh, those eyes I those murderers! Oh, whence. 
Whence didst thou steal their burning orbs ? From 

Heaven ? 
Thou didst ; and 'tis religion to adore them. 

Leon. My best Alonzo, moderate your thoughts. 
Extremes still fright me, tho' of love itself. 



Alon, Extremes indeed t it hurried mt away; 

fiuj: I pome home again— and now for justice « 

And now for death It is impossible 

f < Sure such were m^de by Heaven guihless to sin, 
f* Or in their guilt to laugh at punishment.?' [Asidt^ 
I leave her to just Heaven. 

[Llropi the dagger, and goes off. 

Lean* Ha, a dap'gerl 
What dost thou say, thqp minister of death \ 
yfh^t df?fidfu} talp dpjst tclj me Jr-i — Let mc think-*-* 

^an. Death tp my toiv'fing hopes 1 Oh, fall from 
high I 
My close, long- laboured scheme at once is blasted, 
That dagger, found, will cause her to enquire » 
Enquiry will discover all ; my hop^ s 
Of vengeance perish ; 1 myself am lost-r— ? 
Curse on the coward's heart I wither his hand, 
Which held the steel in vain I — What can be done ?f--s 
Where can I fi)^ ?--T---That-s SQm^thing siill-rj'twiH 

breed 
Fell rage and bitterness betwixt their souls, 
Which may, perchance, grow iip to greater evil : 
If not, 'tis ^11 I can It shall be sp— ; — l^fidc^ 

Leon, Oh, Jganga, { am sinking ip my fear^l 
Alonzo dropp'd this dagger as he left me. 
And left me in a strange disorder too. 
What can this mean t Angels preserve his lifip | 

^,qn. . Youfs, m^dsjm, your^t 
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Leon. What, Zanga, dost thou say ? 

Zaw, Carry your goodness, then, to sucli ex- 
tremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you Jove, 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 

Leon. Heav'ns! 
And yet a thousand things recur that swear it. 
What villain could inspire him with that thought ? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. 

Zan, Some villain, who, hell knows; but he is 
jealous ; 
And 'tis most fit a heart so pure as yours 
Do itself justice, and assert its honour. 
And make him conscious of its stab to virtue. 

Leon. Jealous I it sickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen'rous, groundless, weak, and insolent I 
Why, wherefore, and what shadow of occasion I 
** 'Tis fascination, 'tis the wrath of Heav'n 
" For the coUedled crimes of all his race.'* 
Oh, how the great man lessens to my thought! 
How could so mean a vice as jealousy, 
** Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
•< Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart," 
Live in a throng of such exalted virtues ? 
I scorn and hate, yet love him and adore. 
I cannot, will not, dare not think it true, 
Till from himself I know it. [£xiV. 

Zan, This succeeds 
Just to my wish. Now she, with violence. 
Upbraids him ; he, well knowing she is guilty. 
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Rages no less ; and if on either side 

The waves run high, there still lives hopes of ruin. 

Enter Alonzo. 



My lord 

Alon, Oh, Zanga, hold thy peace ! I am no coward ; 
But Heaven itself did hold my hand ; 1 felt it, 
By the well-being of my soul, I did. 
1*11 think of vengeance at another season. 

Zan* My lord, her guilt 

j4lon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one word! Ah, do not rouse that thought I 
I have o*erwhelm*d it as much as possible : 
** Away, then, let us talk of other things.*' 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to distradion. 
If *tis my shame, why, be it so— -—I love her; 
** Nor can I help it ; 'tis imposed upon me 
" By some superior and resistless power.'* 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 
It shocks my nature like a stroke from Heaven. 
*' Angels defend her, as if innocent." 
But see, my Leonora comes — Begone. \Exit Zanga. 

Enter Leonora. 
Oh, seen for ever, yet for ever new ! 
The conquer'd thou dost conquer o'er again^ 
Infli6ling wound on wound. 

Leon. Alas, my lord I 
What need of this to me ? 

Alon* Ha t dost thou weep \ 
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Leon, Have I no cause } 

Aton, If lo<re is thy fcohcerfi, 
^Thoii hast no cause : none ever lovM like ilica 
** But wherefore this ? Is It to break my hearty 
*' Which loses so much blood for every tear? 

*< Leon, Is it so tejider } 

« Jloft. Is it hot ? Ohj Heaven ! 
*' Doubt of my lovfe! Why, 1 am nothing eUe| 
** It quite absorbs rtiy every other passioA." 
Oh, that this one embrace would last for evetl 

Leon. Could this man ever mean to wtohg mf 
Virtue } 
Could this man e*^^ design iipon itiy life ? 
Impossible! I throw away the thought, \^jiddei 

These tears declare hoiV tiiuch I taste thfe joy 
bf being folded in your £lrms ftnd heart ; 
My universe dofes licr within that spac^i 
'this dagger bore falst witnessi 

Alon, Ha, itiy daggfer I 
It rouses horrid images. Away^ 
Away with it, and let.us talk of \ov&y 
** Plunge ourselves deep into the sweet iliusiod,^ 
<* And hide us there from ev'ry other thought* 

« Leon, It touches ydu. 

" jilon, Let's talk of love/* 

Leon, Of death I 

yilon. As thou lov'st happineSs-^^-s^^ 

Leon, Of murder I 

jiUm. Rash, 
Rash woman 1 yet fotb^ar^ 



^^ Leoii, Approte my wrongs I 

** A ion. Then must 1 fly, for thy sake and my own, 

«* Leon, Nay, by my injuries, you first must hear me i 
•' Stab me, then think it much to hear my groan I 

«* A Ion, Heaven strike me deaf T* 

Leon, It well may stirtg yoii homtf. 

uilon, Alas, thou quite iriistak'st my taUse 6f pain f 
Vet, yet dismisjt me ; I am all in flames. 

Leon. Who has most cause, you or riiyself ? Whrft 
a^ 
Of my whole life tncouragM you to this ? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you ? 
You find me kind| and think me kind to all; 
'the weak, ungenerous efror of your set. 
What could inspire the thought \ We oft'nest jlidgt 
From our own hearts -, and is yours then so frail. 
It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me ^ 
He that can stoop to harbour such a thought. 
Deserves to find it true. [Holding himi 

Al»n. << Oh, seji, sex, sexl^' [Turning on ken 

** The language of you all.'* IIU fated woman I 
Why hast thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies 1 had blocked up from thought \ 
** I know the cause ; thou saw*st me impotent 
*< Ere while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'st on me | 
** But, by the pangs I suffer, to thy wo :'* 
Fori since thou hast replung'd me in my torture^ 
I will be satisfy'd« 
Leon, Be satisfy*d I 

H 



78 THE REVBNCB. AS P« 

Alon, Yes, thy own mouth shall witness it against 
tliec. 
I will be satisfy*d. 

Leon, Of what ? 

Alon. Of what I 
How dar*st thou ask that question } Woman, womkn. 
Weak and assur'd at once I thus *tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was suspected \ * 

Who told thee 1 designed upon thy life i 
You found the dagger ; but that could not apeak : 
Nor did I tell thee -, who did tell thee, then ) 
Guilt, conscious guilt ! 

Leon, This to my face I Oh, Heaven 1 

Alon. This to thy very soul. 

Leon, Thou'rt not in earnest i 

j^lon. Serious as death. 

Leon, Then Heaven have mercy on thee. 
Till now I struggled not to think it true ; 
I nought convii5;^ion, and would not believe it» 
And dost thou force me ^ This shall not be borne ; 
Thou shalt repent this insult. [Goings 

Alon. Madam, stay. 
Your passion's wise ; 'tis a disguise for guilt : 
** 'Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ;" 
You and your thousand arts shall not escape me« 

heon. Arts \ 

Alon, Arts. Confess; for death is in my hand* 

Leon. 'Tis in your words. 

Alon. Confess, confess, confess t 
Nor tear my veins with passion to compel thee. 
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Leon, I scorn to answer th<re, presumptuous man ! 

Aton. Deny then, and incur a tbuier shame. 
Where did I find this pifture \ 

Leon» Ha, Don Carlos I 
^ my besr hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alon. I know it; but is vice so very rank, 
That thou shouldst dare to dash it in my face ? 
Nature is sick of thee, abandon*d woman I 

Leon, Repent. 

Ahn. Is that for me ? 

Leon. Fall, -ask my pardon, 
- Men, Astonishment t 

Leon, Dar*st thou persist to think I am dishonest ? 

Abn. I know thee so. . 

Leon. This blow, then, to thy heart—— 

[She stabs her self ^ he endeavours to prevent heTm 

Alon. Hoa, Zangal Isabella I hoal she bleeds 1 
Descend, ye blessed angels, to assist her I 

Leon. This is the only way i would wound thee, 
Jhoi^h most unjiist. Now think me guilty still. 

£fi^fr Isabella. 

' Alonm Bear her to instant help. The world to save 
her. 
Leon* Unhappy man I well may'st thou gaze and 
tremble : 
But frx. thy terror and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own distraction. 
What hast thou done } Whom ccnsurM ? — Leonora I 
-^Whcn thou hadst censur'd, thou wouldst save her life : 

Hij 
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Qh, iiiGonsistent I Should I live in shame. 

Or stoop to any other means but this 

To assert my virtue ? No ; she who disputes 

Admits it possible she might be guilty. 

While ^ught but truth could be my inducement to it» 

While it migl>t look like ^n excuse to thee» 

I scorn'4 to vindicate my innopeace ; 

3ut now, I l^t thy rfishnes^ know, the wound 

Which least I feel, i$ that my dagger made. 

[Isabella If ads out Lepnorai, 
Alan. Ha I wgs this wqman guilty } — And if notr* 
)Iow my thoughts ^^vktn thsit wjiy 1 Grant, ](in4 

Heaven, 
That she prove guilty ; or my being end. 
Is that jny hope, then ? — Sure the sacred dust 
Pf her th;(t bore me trembles in its urn* 

Is it in man the sore distress to 6ear^ 

When hope itself is blacken' d to despair^ 

When all the bliss I pantfor^ is to gain 

In hell, re/uge/rom severer pain f [£xi|* 

fyuer ZXNQAf 

<^s. How stands the gre^t i^ccoui^t *twixt me an4 

vengeance ? 
Though much is paid, yet still it owes roe ]|iuch» 
And I will not abate a single groan 
Ha I that were well-rrbut that wefe fatal top ^ *> 
Why, l^e it so— r-Revenge so trujy great, 
\yould come too cheap, if bought with less thsui life, 
f * Come, death, come, hell, then \ *t\\ resolv'd| %% 

done." 
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Enter Isabella. 

/wi Ahi Zanga, see me tremble ! Has not yet 
'Thy cruel heart its fill ? — Poor Leonora 

Zan. Wehersin blood, and gasps for her last breath. 
What then ? We all must die. 

isa. Alonzo raves, 
Andy in the tempest of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length disarmed, 
He calls his friends that save him his worst foes. 
And importunes the skies for swift perdition. 
Thus in his storm of sorrow. After pause^ 
He started up, and calPd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga rav'd ; and see, he seeks you here, 
*To learn the truth which most he dreads to know. 

Zan, Begone. Now, now, my soul, consummate all. 

[Exit Isab. 

EtOer Alonzo. 

Alon. Oh, Zanga I 

Zan, Do not tremble so ; but speak. 
Alon. I dare not. [^Falls on him, 

Zan, You will drown me with your tears. 
Alon, Have I not cause ? 
2^n. As yet you have no cause. 
Alon, Dost thou too rave ? 
Zan. Your anguish is to come : 
You much have been abus*d. 
Alon, AbusM ! by whom ? 
2a^. To know were little comfort. 

Hiij 
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Alon. Oh, 'twere much ! 

Zan. Indeed I 

yiitm. By heaven ! Oh, give him to my fury ! 

Zan. Born for your use, I live but to oblige yoi;, 
Know, then, 'twas 1, 

yiion. Am I awake ? 

Zan. Forever. 
Thy wife is guiUlcss-B-that's one transport to me } 
And I, I Ipt thee know it— that's another, 
I urg'd Don Carlos to resign his mi^^tress, 
I forg'd the letter, 1 ^ispos*d the pifture j 
I hated, I despisM, and I destroy | 

Alon. Ohl iS^m* 

Zan. Why, this is weU—wJiy, this is blow for blow! 
Where are you ? Crgwn me, shadow me with laurels, 
Ye spirits which delight in just revenge I 
JLet Europe and her pallid sons go weep; 
Let Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice: 
Oh, my dear countrymen, look down, and sec 
How 1 bestride your prostrate conqueror I 
I tread on haughty Sp^in, stnd all her king^. 
But this is mercy, this is my indulgence ; 
»Tis peace, 'tis refuge from my indignation, 
1 must awake him into horrors. Hoa I 
Alonzo, hoal the Moor is at the gate| 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent! 
Thou who dost all sqbdvje | 

Alon, Inhuman slave 1 

Zan. Fall'n Christian, thou mistak'st my character, 
|:^ok on me. Who ^m I \ 1 know, thou sayst 



I 
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The Moor, a slave, «vn abjedt, beaten slave ; 
(Eternal woes to him that m^de me so I) 
But look again. Has six. years cruel bondage 
Bxtinguiikh'd majesty so far, tl^at nough( 
Chines here to give an awe to one above thee ? 
When the great Moorish king* Abdallah, fell/ 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, 1 fought fast by him^ 
His son, though, thro* his fondness, in disguise, 
)jess to expose me 10 th' ambitious foe. 
Ha 1 does it wake thee ?— »0*er my father's corse 
I stood astride,' till I had clove thy crest; 
And theawas made the captive of a squadron. 

And sunk into thy servant But, Oh! what. 

What were my wages j Hear nor Heaven, nor earth I 
My wages were a blow I by Heaven, a blow 1 
And from a mortal hand I 

Aim* Oh, villain, villain I 

Zan. All strife is v^in* [Skewing a dagger^ 

Ahn^ Is thus my love returned ? 
Is this my rccompenoe \ Make friends of tigers I 
I^y not your young, Oh, mothers, on the breast. 
For fear they turn to serpents as they lie, 
And pay you for their nourishment with death I— 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying I 
Both innocent, both murdered, both by me. 
*< That heavenly maid, which should have liv'd for 



ever, 



*' At least, have gently slept her soul away ; 

<■ Whose life should have shut up as ev'ning flow'rs 
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<* At the departing sun— was murder'd f murdcr'dl 
" Oh, shame! Oh, guilt f Oh, horror! Oh, re morsel 
<* Oh, punishment ! Had satan never fell, 

<• Hell had been'made for me." Oh, LcoTK>r«i1 

Zan* Must I despise thee too, as well as hate thccl 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man.-* 
Priam from fortune's lofty summit fell ; 
Great Alexander 'itiidst his conquests mournM ; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their sorrows ; 
Caesars have wept ; and 1 have had my blow : 
But 'tis rcveng'd, and now my work is done. 
Yet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance 
To make thee to confess that I am just. — 
Thou seest a prince, whose father thou hast b1»ii. 
Whose native country thou hast laid in blood. 
Whose sacred person (Oh !) thou hast profan*d» 
Whose reign extinguish'd-^what was left to me^ 
.So highly born ? No kingdom^ but revenge $ 
No treasure, but thy tortures and thy groans* 
If men should ask who brought thee to thy end, 
T«ll them, the Moor, and they will not despise thee 
If cold white mortals censure this great deed. 
Warn them, they judge not of superior beings. 
Souls made of fire, and children of the sua. 
With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well— — ^ 
Now, fully satisfied, I should take leave : 
But one thing grieves me, since thy death is near^ 
I leave thee my example how to die. 
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4s he is going to stab himself y Alon zo rushes upon hii^ 
to prevent him, in the mean time, enter Don AlvaR£Z| 
attended. They disarm and seize ^ANGi^. Alqnzo 
puts the dagger in his (fflspm* 

Alon. K09 i^onster, thou shalt not escsipe by deatht 
Oh, father! 

Ah, Oh, Alonzol—— Isabella, 
Touch'd with remorse to see her mistress' pangSj 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

ALon. What groan was that ? 
. Zan, As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
^o will I be a raven to thine ear^ 
•• As true as ever snu^'d the scent of blood, 
** As cvpr flappM its heavy wing against 
M The window of tjie sick, and croak'd despair,'* 
Thy wife is dead. 

[Alvarez goes to the side of the stage, and retur^s^* 

Alv. The dreadful news is true. 

A/on, Prepare the rack; inventnew torments for him, 

2!iz8. This top is well. The fix'd and noble min4 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage ; 
And 1 '11 make venges^nce of calanuty. 
Were I not thi|s rcdqc'd, thou wouldst not know. 
That, thusTedup'd, I dare defy chee still. 
Torture thou ma^y'st, but thou shalt ne*er despise raQ. 
*yhe blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The flesh will quiver where the pii)cers tear, 
And sighs and cries by nature grew on pain, 
gut these ajre foreign to the soul ; nqt mine 
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The groans that issue, or the tears that fall ; 
They disobey me ; on the rack I scorn thee. 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle* 

Alv, Peace, villain I 

Zan» While I live, old man, I'll speak: 
And welt I know thou dar'st not kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their pre]r« 

AUm, Who call'd AlonzoJ 

Ain. No one call'd> my son* 

Aim, Again I 'Tis Carlos* voire, and I obey.— 

Oh, how I laugh at all that this can dot 

\Shewing tht dagger^ 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me. 
Were giv*n before ; I am already dead ; 
This only marks my body for the grave. \%ttAs himsdf^ 
Afric, thou art reveng'd.— Oh, Leonora ! [i>wf. 

Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave ; my blood is yours« 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you shall have it all* 
Let me but look one moment on the dead. 
And pay yourselves with gazing on my pangs. 

[He gots to Alon«o*<^»^- 
Is this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty mein ? 
Is that the hand which smote me ? Heavens, how paki 
AikI art thou dead ? So is nay enmity. 
I war not with the dust. The great, the proud^ 
The conqueror of Afric was miy foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcases. 
This was thy only method to subdue mc. 
Terror and doubt fall on me: all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in tlie grave, > 
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Never had man such funeral applause : 

If I lament thee, sure thy worth was great. 

Oh, vengeance, I have folio wM thee too far, 

And torcceive me, hellbiowsall her fires. [Heisborneoff'. 

jdlv. Dreadful cfFe6ts of jealousy! a rage 
In which the wise with caution will engage ; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where, sway'd by nature, we ourselves deceive, 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. 

[^Exeunt omnes. 



EPILOGUE. 

\' ' ift 

^UR author sent mty in an humble strain 
To hfgyotCd bless the offspring of his brain ; 
And /, ycur proxy ^ promts' d in your name^ 
The child should live, at least six days of fame. 
i like the braty but still his faults can find $ 
Andy by the parentis leave, will speak my mind. 
Gallants, pray, tell me, do you think ^twas well. 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 
You nicer ladies, should you thinh it right. 

To eat no supper on your wedding night P 

Should English husbands dare to starve their wives. 
Be sure they^d lead most comfortable lives! 
But he loves mischief and, with groundless fear s^ 
Would fain set loving couples by the ears \ 
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Would spoil the tender husbands of our kalion^ 

By teaching them his vile^ outlandish fashion* 

But we^ve been taught^ in our good* natur'd cUme^ 

Then jealousy, tho* just^ is still a crime ; 

And will be still \ for (not to blame the plot) 

That same Alonzo was a stupid soty 

To kill a bride^ a mistress unenjo/ d 

^Twere some excuse, had the poor man been cloy*dt 

To kill her on suspicion, ere he knew 

tVhethtr the heinous crime were false or trite ' ■ 

The priest saidgrace^ she met him in the bower^ 

Jn hopes she might anticipate an hour 

Love was her errand, but the hot- brain* d Spaniard^ 

Instead oflove—proiui^d — a flthy poignard^-^^ 

Had he been wise, at this their private meetings 

The proof o* th* pudding had been in tht eating ; 

Madam had then been pleased, and Don contented^ 

And all this blood and murder been prevented**-^ 

Britons, be wise, andfrofn thii sad example. 

Ne'er break a bargain, but first take a sample. 
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MADAMj 

JffE reputation that this play received on the Hage, 

some Jew errors excepted, was more than I could 
Well hope from so censorious an age ; from whom 
I ash But so much necessary praise as will serve onc0 
or twice a-jear at most, to gain their good company, 
and just keep me alive. 

There is not now that mankind that was then^ 
When as the sun and man did seem to strive 
(Joint tenants of the world) who should survive ; 
When if a slow-pac'd star had storn away 
From the observer's marking he might stay 
Two or three hundred years to see*t againy 
And then mako up his observation plain* 

Dr* Donne. 

For it is impossible, in our limited timet (as I bring 
his opinion to back my own, who is without compa- 
rison, the best writer of the age,) to present our 
judges a poem half so perfect as we could make it, 
I must acknowledge, madam, with all humility, I 
ought to have taken more time and more pains in thit 
tragedy^ because it is dedicated to your Grace, who 
being the best judge, (and therefore can when j^ot* 
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please make us tremble) yet with exceeding mercy 
have pardoned the defects of Theodosius, and given 
it your entire approbation* My genius, madam, 
%9as your favourite when the poet was unknown, and 
openly received your smilis, before I had the honour 
to pay your Grace the most submissive gratitude for 
so illustrious and advantageous a protection. To let 
the ftforld too know, that you do not think it beneath 
you to be officiously good, even from, the extremest 
heights to discern the lowest creatures, and give them 
all the noblest influence you can, you brought her 
Royal Highness just at the exigent time, whose single 
presence on the Poet*s day is a subsistence for him all 
they ear after. Ah, madam! if all the short-lived hap-» 
piness that miserable poets can enjoy consists in com^ 
mendation only; nay, if the most part are content with 
popular breath, and even for that are thankful, hofV 
shall I express myself to your Grace, who by a par-* 
ticular goodness and innate sweetness, merely for 
the sake of doing well, have thus raised me above 
myself? To have your Grace's Javour is, in a word, 
to have the applaiue of the whole court, who are its 
noblest ornament; magnificent and eternal praise* 
Something there is in your mien, so much above that 
fve vulgarly call charming, that to me it seems ado* 
rable, and your presence almost divine, whose daz* 
zlingand majestic form is a proper mansion for the 
most elevated souL ylnd-let me tell the worlds nay, 
sighing speak it to a barbarous age, (I cannot hold 
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calling it so when I think of Rome or Greece) jour 

extraordinary love for heroic poetry is not the least 

argument to shew tite greatness of your mind and 

fulness of perfection^ To hear you speak with that 

infinite sweetness and chearfulness of spirit that is 

natural to your Grace is, methinks, to hear our tu* 

telar angels ; it is to bemoan the present malicious 

times, and remember the golden age ; but to behold 

you too is to make prophets quite forget their heaven^ 

and bind the poets with eternal rapture* 

■ Her pure and eloquent blood 
Spoke in her cheeks, and so distindly wrought 
That one might almost say her body thought. 
You, for whose body God made better clay. 
Or took souls* stuff, such as shall late decay. 
Or such as need small change at the last day. 

Dr. Domns* 

Ziphares and Semandra were first your Grace's fo' 
VOurites ; and though I ought not, madam, to praise 
your wit by your judgment of my painting, yet I 
must say such characters every dauber cannot draw* 
It has been observed fi.gainst me^ that I abound in 
ungoverned fancy ; but I hope the world will pardon 
the sallies of youth : age, despondence, and dull- 
ness, come too fast of themselves. I discommend no 
man for keeping the beaten road ; but I am sure tlte 
noble hunters that follow the game, must leap hedges 
and ditches sometimes, and run at all, or never come 
into the fall of the quarry. My comfort is, J cannot 

B 
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be so ridiculous a creature to any man as I am lo 
myself; for who should know the house so well as 
the good man at home, who when his neighbours 
'come to see him still sets the best rooms to 'view, and 
if he is not a wild ass keeps ihe rubbish and lumber in 
some dark hole whither nobody comes but himself to 
"mortify at melancholy hours ! But how then, madam, 
in this unsuitable condition, how shall I answer the 
infinite honours and obligations your Grace has laid 
upon me, yoiir Grace, who is the most beautiful idea 
of love and glory, who to that divine composition 
have the noblest and best natured wit in the world, 
jill I can promise, madam, and am able to perform 
is, that your Grace shall never see a play of mine 
that shall giue offence to modesty and ^virtue i and 
%vhat I humbly offer to the world shall be of use at 
least, and I hope deserve imitation; which is or 
ought to be, I \am sure, the design of all tragedies 
and comedies both ancient and modem. I should pre* 
sume to promise myself too some success in things of 
this nature, if your Grace (in whom the charms of 
beauty, wit, and goodness, seem reconciled) at a leisure 
hour would condescend to correct withyour excellent 
judgment the errors of. 
Madam, 

your Grace's most humble^ 
most obedient, 

and devoted servant, 
Nat. Lee. 
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THE FORCE OF LOVE. 



This Tragedy, like the far greater number of our 
plays, is founded upon the passion of love ; and dis- 
plays to us the effects of its subtle influence, even 
upon the hearts of those, whom the lust of power 
might naturally be expefted to withdraw from every 
finer sensation than that of ambition. 

Some exception may be taken to a sort of under- 
plot in this piece, as it is mean and feeble; yet I 
know not whether the loves of Varanes and of Theo- 
dosius arc not set oflTby the passion of Mariana — the 
contrast is certainly forcible, and nothing therefore 
lies against it but that it contains a monotony of inci- 
dentf though not of manners. 

Marcian indeed always sullies the splendor of the 
scene — his images are frequently impure, and his ex« 
pression generally coarse — He once exclaims — 

I see each starving soldier bound from earth, 
As if some god by miracle had rais'd him,» 
And, with beholding you, grow fat again. 

This play is marked strongly by that bold, but irre- 
gular flight of imagination which strained the chorda 
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of sanity until they cracked— Yet it obviously wears 
the stamp of poetic power impressed by the fine fer- 
vour of a luxuriant fancy* 

We arc sorry to observe the necessity of genius ad- 
dressing a Dutchess of Richmond in the following 
among other sentences of absurdity : 

<* To have your Grace*s favour is magnijRcent and eter« 
« nal praise—Something there is in your mien so much 
€€ above that we vulgarly call charming^ that to me it seems 
<< adorable, and your presence almost divine^ whose 
« dazzling and majestic form is a proper mansion for the 
** most elevated soul." 

One is at a loss to decide which deserves most of our 
contempt or pity— the giver or receiver of such ful- 
some flattery. We are now fortunately estranged 
from such prostitution of language. 



PROLOGUE. 






'^IT long oppressed and JiWd at last with ragt^ 
Tilts in a sullen mood rebukes the age : 
WAat loads of fame do modern heroes bear 
For an inglorious^ long^ and lazy war^ 
Who for some skirmish or a safe retreat 
(Not to be dragged to battle) are calVd great f 
But oh I what do ambitious statesmen gain 
Who into private chests all nations drain ? 
What sums of gold they hoard is daily known 
Vo all mens* cost, and sometimes to their own. 
Your lawyer too, that like an yes bawls. 
That drowns the market higglers in the stalls. 
That seem begot, conceived, and bom, in brawls. 
Yet thrives : he and his crowd get what they please ; 
Swarming all term-time thro* the Strand like beeSf 
They buzz at Weftminster and lieforfees^ 
The godly too their ways of getting have. 
But none so much as yourfanatick knave ; 
Wisely the wealthiest, livings they refuse 
Who by the fattest bishoprics would lose, 
Who ivith short hair, large ears, and small blue bandf 
True rogues / their own not God^s eleS command, . 
Let pigs then be prophane, but broth's allowed \ 
Possets and Christian caudles may be good. 
Meet helps to reinforce a brother's brood; 
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IThtrefcfrt each female saint kt dotkadviu 
WithgroanSf andhums^ andJkas, and geiggimg fjfts^ 

To rub him down and make the spirit rise^ 
While with his zeal transported^ from the grcnai 
He mounts, and sanQifit^s the sisters round* 
On poets only no kind star ^er smiPd ; 
Curst fate has damtCd 'em ev'ry mother* s child $ 
Therefore he warns his brothers of the stage . 
To write no more for an ungrateful age. 
Think what penurious masters you have sery*di 
Tasso ran mad, and noble Spenser starved: 
Turn thenf whoever thou art, that canst torite wellf 
Thy ink to gall, and in lampoons excel ; 
Forswear all honesty, traduce the great. 
Grow impudent, and rail against the state ; 
Bursting with spleen abroad thy pasquils send, 
^nd choose some libel spreader for thy friend: 
The wit and vant of Ttmon point thy mind. 
And for thy satire subjeB choest mankind* 
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Men, 

THEODO8IUS9 ------- Mr. Brereton. 

VakaniS) -------- Mr. Barry. 

MARCIAN9 .------ Mr. Aickin* 

LucivS) -------- Mr. Keen. 

Atticuv, Chief Priest, • - - - Mr. J. Aickin, 

LiONTiNKy ------- Mr. Hurst. 

ArantbzS) - - - - ^- - - Mr. Dayies. 

PuLCHBRZA) -.....• Miss Sherry* 
ATHXNAI89 --.---- Mrs. Barry. 

Attendantsy Chorus* 
Scene, Constantinople* 
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ACT I. SCENE A 

f 

A stately TempU^ which represents the Christian Religion as 
in it* s first Magnificence ^ being but lately established at 
Rome and Constantinople ; the Side -scenes show the horrid 
Tortures with which the Roman Tyrants persecuted the 
Churchy and the fiat Scene y which is the fJmit ofi the 
ProspeQ, discovers an Altar richly adorned \ before it 
CoNSTANTlNE (supposed) kneelsy with Commanders 
about hinty gazing at a bloody Cross in the Air^ which 
being encompassed with many Angels offers itself to view 
with these Words distin£lly zoritten^ In hoc signo 
vinces. Instruments are heard^ and many Attendants^ 
the Ministers at Divine Service walk busily up and doion 
*till At TIC us, the Chief of all the Priests, and Sue* 
cessor of St, Chrysostom, in rich Robes comes for^ 
ward with the Philosopher Leontine> the Waiters in 
Ranks bowing all the Way before him, 

A Chorus heard at a Distance* 
Prepare, prepare! the rites begin. 
Let none unhallowed enter in; 
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Tlie temples toith new glories shines^ 
Adorn the altars^ wash the shrines^ 
And purge the place from sin* 

Attic, Oh Leontine f was ever morn like this 
Since the celestial incarnation dawned } 
I think no day since that such glory gave ' 
To Christian altars as this morning brings. 

Leon. Great successor of holy Chrysostom, 
*' Who now triumphs above, a saint of honour, 
** Next in degree to those bright sons of heaven 
*• Who never fell nor stain'd their orient beams,** 
What shall I answer, how shall I approach you 
Since my conversion, which your breath inspir'd ) 

Attic, To see this day the emp'ror of the east 
Leaves all the pleasures that the earth can yield, 
** That Nature can bestow or art invent. 
*< In his life's spring and bloom of gawdy years, 
** Confin'd to narrow rooms and gloomy walks, 
** Fasting and exercises of devotion, 
*• Which from his bed at midnight must awake him,'* 
To undergo the penance of a cloister, 
Methinks, oh Leontine I 'tis something more 
Than yet philosophy could ever reach. 

Leon. True, Atticus ; you have amaz'd my reason. 

Attic. Yet more : to our religion's lasting honour 
Mariana and Flavilla, two young virgins 
Imperial born, cast in the fairest mould 
That e'er the hand of beauty form'd for woman, 
** The mirrors of our court, where chastity 
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«* And innocence might copy spotless lustre," 
To-day with Theodosius leave the world. 

Lton, Methinks at such a glorious resignation 
Th' angelic order should at once descend 
^< In all the paint and drapery of heaven, 
«• With charming voices and with lulling strings," 
To give full grace to such triumphant zeal. 

j4ttic. No, Leontine; I fear there is a fault, 
For when I last confessed the emperor, 
** Whether disgust and melancholy blood 
*' From restless passions urg'd not this divorce ?'• 
He only answerM me with sighs and blushes. 
*Tis sure his soul is of the tend'rest make, 
Therefore 1 '11 tax him stri6lly : but, my friend. 
Why should I give his chara^erto you. 
Who when his father sent him into Persia 
Were by that mighty monarch then appointed 
To breed him with his son, the Prince Varanes? 
Leon, And what will raise your admiration is. 
That two such diff'rent tempers should agree. 
You know that Theodosius is composed 
Of all the softness that should make a woman : 
Judgment almost like fear foreruns hisadlions, 
And he will poise an injury so long 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it ; 
But the young Persian prince, quite opposite, 
So fiery fierce that those who view him nearly 
May see his haughty soul still mounting in his face i 
Yet did I study these so different tempers 
*Till I at last had form*d a perfe6t union j 
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« As if two souls did but inform one body; 
A friendship that may challenge all the worlds 
And at the proof be matchless. 

Attic. I long to read 
This gallant prince, who, as you have informed me. 
Comes from his father's court to see our emperor* 

Leon, So he intended till he came to Athens^ 
And at my homely board beheld my daughter^ 
When as fate order'd she, who never saw 
The glories of a court, <' bred up to books 
<' In closets like a Sybil; she, I say, 
*« ( Long since from Persia brought by me to Athens] •* 
Unskilled in charms but those Which nature gave Irer, 
Wounded this scornful prince: in sh<nrt, he forc'd me 
To wait him thither, with deep protestations 
That moment that bereft hin^of the sight 
Of Athenais gave him certain death. 
But see, my daughter honoured with his presence. 

Enter Vakatij^s aW Athenais. 

p^ar, 'Tis strange, oh, Athenais 1 wondrous ally 
Wondrous the shrines, and wonderful the altars* 
The martyrs — tho' but drawn in painted flames. 
Amaze me with the image of their sufferings ; 
Saints canoniz'd that dar'd with Roman tyrants; 
Hermits that livM in caves and fed with angels. 
By Orosmades it is wondrous all 1 
That bloody cross in yonder azure sky. 
Above the head of kneeling Constantinei 
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Inscrib'd about with golden chara6lers 

Thou shall overcome in this; if it be trae, 

I say again, by heaven 't is wondrous strange. 

Athen, Oh, prince 1 if thus imagination stirs you, 
A fancy rais*d from figures in dead walls. 
How would the sacred breath of Atticus 
Inspire your breast, purge all your dross away. 
And drive this Athenais from your soul; 
*• To make a virgin room whom yet the mould 
*' Of your rude fancy cannot comprehend I" 

P'ar, What says my fair I drive Athenais from me I 
<< Start me not into phrenzy, lest I rail 
** At all religion and fall out with Heaven." 
And what is she, alas! that would supplant thee ? 
Were she the mistress of the world, as fair 
As winter stars or summer setting suns, 
And thou set by in nature*s plainest dress. 
With that chaste, modest look, when first I saw thee. 
The heiress of a poor philosopher, [^Rtcorders ready 

tojlouriskm 
I swear by all I wish, by all I love. 
Glory and thee, I would not lose a thought 
Nor cast an eye that way, but rush to thee, 
To these lov*d arms, and lose myself for ever. 

At ken. Forbear, my lord. 

Var. Oh! cruel Athenais I 
Why dost thou put me ofFwho pine to death. 
And thrust me from thee when I would approach thee! 
Can there be aught in this ? Curse th^n thy birthright, 
Thv glorious thles and ill-suited greatness, 
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Since Athenais scorns thee : take again 

Your il I -tim'd honours; take 'cm, take 'cm, gods, 

And change me to some humble villager. 

If so at last for toils at scorching noon. 

In mowing meadows, x>r in reaping fields. 

At night she will but crown me with a smile. 

Or reach the bounty of her hand to bless me. 

Mken* When princes speak their subje^ should be 
silent; 
Yet with humility I would demand 
Wherein appears my scorn or my aversion? 
Have I not for your sake abandon'd home, 
Where I had vow*d to spend my calmer days i 
But you, perhaps, imagine it but little. 
For a poor maid to follow you abroad. 
Especially the daughter of old Leontine ; 
Yet I must tell you, prince 

f^ar, I cannot bear 
Those frowns: I have offended; but forgive me; 
For who, oh Athenais I that is toss*d 
With such tempestuous tides of love as I 
Can steer a steady course i Retire my fair» 

[Recordersjlourisk, 
Hark I the solemnities are now beginning. 
And Theodosius comes. Hide, hide thy charms; 
If to his clouded eyes such day should break, 
The royal youth, who dotes to death for love, 
I fear would forfeit ali his vows to Heaven, 
And fix upon the world, the world of beauty. 

[Exmt» 
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£nt€rTHEODOsivs ieadingMAKiAN A and FLAYiLLAp 
followed 4y P u L C H £ R I A y all three dressed in white, 

77keo. Farewell, Pulcheria, and I pray no more^ 
For all thy kind complaints are lost upon me. 
Have I not svvorn the world and I must part i 
Fate has prociaim'd it; therefore weep no more: 
«< Wound not the tend'rcst part of Theodosius, 
'* My yielding soul, that would expire in calms: 
"Wound me not with thy tears and I will tell thee. 
Yet ere I take my last farewell for ever, 
The cause of all my sufF'rings. Oh, my sister 1 
A bleeding heart, the stings of pointed love« 
What constitution soft as mine can bear ? 

Pulch, My lord, my emperor, my dearest brother 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me \ 

ITAeo. Because I was asham'd to own my weakness 
** 1 knew thy sharper wit and strifter wisdom 
<* Would dart reproofs which I could not endure. * 
Draw near, oh Atticusl and mark me well. 
For never yet did my complaining spirit 
Unlade this weighty secret on him, 
Nor groan a syllable of her oppression. 

Attic, Concealment was a fault ; but speak at large, 
Make bare the wound, and I will pour in balm. 

Theo. 'Tis folly all and fondness — Oh remcmbrancei 
Why dost thou open thus my wound again, 
And from my heart call down those warmer drops 
That make me die with shame ? Hear then, Palcheria: 
Some few preceding days before 1 left 
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The Persian court, hnnting one morning early 

I lost myself and all the company. 

Still wand'ring on as fortune should dire^ me 

I past a rivulet, and lighted in 

The sweetest solitude I ever nyr ; 

When strait, as if enchantment bad been there^ 

Two charming voices drew me 'till I came 

Where divers arbours overlook'd the river* 

Upon the osier bank two wom^n sat. 

Who when their song was ended talk'd to one 

Who bathing stood far in the chrystal stream : 

But oh t what thought can paint that fair perfeftioni 

Or give a glimpse of such a naked glory } 

Not sea-born Venus in the courts beneath , 

When the green nymphs first kissM her coral lips, 

All polish'd fair and washM with orient beauty^ 

Could in mydazzling fancy match her brightness. 

Attic, Think where you are. 

72<0. Oh, sirl you must forgive me : 
The chaste enthusiastic form appears 
As when I saw her ; yet I swear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a looker on 
She must have praisM the virtues of the virgin. 
** The Satyrs could not grin," for she was veil'd; 
From her naked bosom 

Down to her knees the nymph ivas wrapp'd in lawn t 
But oh : for me, for me, that ip|ras too much I 
•• Her legs, her arms, her hands, her neck, her breastS| 
•* So nicely shap'd, so matchless in their lustre }*• 
Such all-perfe6lion, that I took such draughts 
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Of killing love, and ever since have languish 'd 
With lingering surfeits of her fatal beauty : 

** Alas! too fatal sure I" Oh, AtticusI 

Forgive me, for my story now is done. 
The nymph was dress'd, and with her two companions. 
Having descry'd me, shriek'd and fled away, 
Leaving me motionless— 'till Leontine, 
Th' instru6lor of my youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that entranc*d me. 
jittic. Behold, my ford, the man whom you have 
nam'd 
The harbinger of Prince Varancs here* 

Enter Leontine. 

TTkeo. Oh, Leontine, ten thousand welcomes meet 
thee I 
Thou foster father of my tender youth, 
« Who rear'd the plant and prun'd it with such care, 
" How shall I look upon thee, who am fall'n 
" From all the principles of manlier reason, 
« By thee infus'd, to more than woman's weakness.'* 
Now by the majesty divine that awes 
This sacred place I swear you must not kneel I 
And tell me, for I have a thousand things 
To ask thee; where, where is my godlike friend i 
Is he arriv'd, and shall I see liis face 
Before Pm cloister'd from the world for ever ? 

Leon. He comes, my lord, with all th' expe^ug joys 
Of a young promised lover : from his eyes 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling fancy forms 
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Nothing but Tbeodosius still before hiii| : 
His thought^ his cv'ry word» is Theodosius. 

Tlkeo, Yety Leontine^ yet answer me once more | 
With tremblings I demand thee« 
Say— *— xhast tbou seen, oh I has that heavenly form 

Appear'd to thee again ? Behold, he*s dumb : 

Proceed then to the solemn last (arewell; 
Never was man so willing and prepared. 

EnUr Varanes, ArantBes, and Attendants, 
Var. Where is my friend ? oh, where is my beloy'd. 
My Theodosius I point him out ye gods I 
That I may press him dead betwixt my arms. 
Devour him thus with over- hasty joys 
That languish at his breast quite out of breathj 
And cannot utter more. 

T^eo. Thou mightiest pleasure, 
And greatest blessing that kind Heaven could send 
To glad my parting sou), a thousand welcomes 1 
Oh 1 when I look, on thee new starts of glory 
Spring in my breast, and with a backward bound 
I run the race of lusty youth again. 

Far, By heaven it joys me too when I remember 
Our thousand pastimes, when we borrowed namesi 
Alcides If and thou my dearest Theseus,. 
When thro' the woods we chas'd the foaming boar 
With hounds that open'd like Thessalian bulls. 
Like tigers flu'd, and sanded as the shore, 
With ears and chests that dash*d the morning dew ; 
Driven with a spurt, as sliips are tost io storms. 
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We ran likejiinds, and matchless was our course I 
Now sweeping o'er the limit of a hill, 
Now with a full career canne thundering down 
The precipice and sweat along the vale. 

n^. Oh, glorious time! and when the gath'rtng 
. clouds 
Have call'd us home, say, did we rest my brother ) 
When on the stage to the admiring court 
We strove to represent Alcides' fury, 
In all that raging heat and pomp of madness 
With which the stately Seneca adorn'd him. 
So lively drawn, and painted with such horror 
That we Were forcM to give it o'er, so loud 
The virgin's shriek'd, so fast they dy'd away. 

Var, My Theodosius still ; *tis my lov'd brother I 
And by the go^s we *ll see those times again 1 
Why then has rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Christian enthusiasm had charm 'd thee from us ; 
That drawn by priests, and work'd by melancholy. 
Thou hadst laid the golden reins of empire down 
And sworn yourself a votary for ever ? 

Theo, 'Tis almost true; and had not you arriv'd 
The solemn business had by this been ended* 
This I have made the empress of the east 
My elder sister : these with me retire, 
Devoted to the power whom we ad.ore. 

Var, What power is that that merits such oblations ? 
1 thought the sun more great and glorious 
Than any that e'er mingled with the gods. 
Yet ev'n to him my father never offer'd 
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More than a hecatomb of bulls and horses. 
Now, by those golden beams that glad the world, 
I swear it is too much : for one of these 
But half so bright our god would drive no more ; 
He 'd leave the darken'd globe, and in some cave 
Enjoy such charms for ever. 

jiitttc. My lord, forbear; 
Such language does not suit with our devotions : 
Nothing profane must dare to murmur here. 
Nor stain the haliow'd beauties of the place. 
But thus far we must yield 1 the emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the world. 

/^tfr. Thus low, roost reverend of this sacred place^ 
I bow for pardon, and am half converted. 
By your permission that my Theodosius 
Return to my embraces. Oh, my brother I 
Why dost thou droop ? there will be time enough 
For prayer and fasting, and religious vows ; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 
All the magnificence of eastern courts. 
I hate to walk a lazy life away ; 
Let's run the race which fate has set before us, 
And post to the dark goal. 

" Tieo, Cruel destiny ! 
** Why am not I thus too } Oh, my Varanes I 
«* Why are these costly dishes set before me ? 
•• Why do these sounds of pleasure strike my ears ^ 
** Why are these joys brought to my sick remembrance, 
*' Who have no appetite, but am to sense 
" From head to foot all a dead palsy o'er ? 
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" Far. Fear not> my friend ; all shall be well 
** Again ; for I have thousand ways and thousand stories 
*• To raise thee up to pleasure. We*ll unlock 
^* Our fastest secrets, shed upon each other 
«< Our tendVest cares, and quite unbar those doors 
« Which shall be shut to all mankind beside.*' 

Attic, Silence and rev'rence are the temple's dues. 
Therefore while we pursue the sacred rites 
Be these observed, or quit the awful place. 
•* Imperial sisters, now twin stars of Heaven, 
•* Answer the successor of Chrysostom ; 
« Without least reservation answer me ; 
«« By those harmonious rules I charg'd ye learn.'* 

Atticus sings. 

Attic. Canst thouy Marina, leave the worlds 
The world that is dexjotiorCs bane. 
Where crowns are tost and sceptres hurVd^ 
Where lust and proud ambition reign P 

«. Pr. *' Can you your costly rohesforbear^ 
" To live with us in poor attire 9 
*< Can you from courts to alls repair, 
« To sing at midnight in our choir f 

3. Pr. " Can you forget your golden beds, 

« Where you might sleep beyond the mom, 
" On mats to lay your royal heads, 
<• And hav* your beauteous tresses shorn f 
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Attic. '* Canyon resohe to fast ail day^ 

** And zoeep and groan to be forgiven f 
*^ Can you in broken slumbers pray^ 
<< And by offliBitm merit heaven f 

Chor. Say^ Votaries^ can this be done? 

While xt)e the grace divine implore^ 
The world is lost, the battlet^s won. 
And sin shall never charm ye more, 

Marina sings. 

The gate to bliss does open stand. 

And all my penance is in view ; 
The world upon the other hand * 

Crief out, Oh do not bid adieu 1 

*' Yet, sacred, sir, in these extremes, 

<* Wh^epomp and pride their glories tdl,, 

** Where youth and beauty are the themes, 
** And plead their moving cause so well" 

If aught that^s vain my thoughts possess. 

Or at^ passions govern here 
But what divittity may bless, 

Oh, may I never enter there! * 

Flavilla sings. 

*« What can pomp or glory do, 
. << Or what can human charms persuade f 
** That mind that has a heaven in view, 
** How can it be by earth betray* di ' 
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** No monarckyfiUl of youth andfame^ 
*' The joy of ^es and nature's pride^ 

^< Should once my thoughtsfrom Heaven reciaim, 
** Tho^ now he woo^d me for his hride^ 

Haste theUy oh haste I and take us in. 

For ever lock religion* s door ; 
Secure us from the charms ofsin. 

And let us see the world no more. 

ATTIC us sings. 

Hark, hark! Behold the heavenly choir. 
They cleave the air in bright attire, 
jind see his lute each angel brings. 
And hark I divinely thus he sings : 

To the Pow'rs divine all glory be given. 
By men upon earth and.angels in Heaven, ^ 
l^Scene shuts, and all the Priest S| with Marina and 
Flavilla, disappear, 

Pulch. For ever gone ! for ever parted from me I 
Oh Theodosius I till this cruel moment 
I never knew how tenderly I lov'd em ; 
But on this everlasting separation 
Methinks my soul has left me, and my time 
Of dissolution points me to the grave. 

Theo, Oh, my Verancsl does not now thy temper 
Bate something of its fire ? Dost thou not melt 
In mere compassion of my sister's fate. 
And cool thyself with one relenting draught ? 

Var. Yes, my dar'd soul rolls inward J melancholy, 
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Which I ne*er felt before^ now comes upon me. 
And I begin to loathe all human greatness : 
Oh 1 sigh not then, nor thy hard fate deplore. 
For *tis resolv'd we will be kings no more : 
We'll fly all courts, and love shall be our guide. 
Love, that 's more worth than all the world beside* 
Princes are barr*d the liberty to roam ; 
The fetter'd mind still languishes at home ; 
In golden bands she treads the thoughtful round. 
Business and cares eternally abound ; 
And when for air the goddess would unbind. 
She's clogg'd with sceptres, and to crowns confin*d. 

[^Exeuni* 



ACT 11. SCENE L 

ThePalace, Enter Fulchehi a, J ULiA$ and Attendants* 

Piikheria, 
These packets for the emperor Honorius : 
Be swift, and let th* agent haste to Rome- 



I hear, my Julia, that our general ' 

Is from the Goths return 'd with conquest home. j 

Jul. He is ; to-day I saw him in the presence ! 

Sharp to the courtiers, as he ever was, 
Because they went not with him to the wars : 
To you he bows, and sues to kiss your hand. 
Pukk. He shall, my dearest Julia ! Ofl» I 've told 
thee 

1 
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The secret of my soul. If e'er I marry 
Marcian's my husband : he 's a man, my Julia, 
Whom I 've study'd long, and found him perfect; 
Old Rome at cv'ry glance looks thro' his eyes 
And kindles the beliolders. Some sharp atoms 
Run thro' his frame which I could wish were out: 
He sickens at the softness of the emp'ror. 
And speaks too freely of our female court, 
Then sighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 

Enter Marcian and Lucius, 

Pulch, Ha ! who are these that dare profane this 
place 
With more than barb'rous insolence ? 

Mar, At your feet 
Behold I cast the scourge of these offenders, 
And kneel to kiss your hand. 

Pulch* Put up your sword ; 
And ere I bid you welcome from the wars 
Be sure you clear your honour of this rudeness. 
Or, Marcian, leave the court. 

Mar* Thus then, madam : 
The emperor receiv'd me with affe^ion, 
Embrac'd me for my conquests, and retir'd ; 
"When on a sudden all the gilded flies 
That buzz about the court came flutt'ring round me : 
This with affedled cringes and minc'd words 
Begs me to tell my tale of victories ; 
Which done he thanks me, slips behind his fellow. 
Whispers him in the ear, then smiles and listens 

D 
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While I relate my story once again : 

A third comes in and asks me the same favour. 

Whereon they laugh, while I, still ignorant. 

Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, ^ 

Strikes on my shoulder, then they laugh'd outright ; 

But then I, guessing the abuse too late, 

Return'd my knight behind a box o' the ear. 

Then drew, and briefly told them they were rascals: 

They, laughing still, cryM out the general's musty ; 

Whereon I drove 'em, madam, as you saw. 

This is, in short, the truth ; I leave the judgment 

To your own justice : if I liave done ill 

Sentence me, and I'll leave the court for ever. 

PukL First, you are welcome, Marcian, from the 
wars. 
And still, whene'er occasion calls for arms, 
Heav'n send the emperor a general 
Renown'd as Marcian 1 As to what is past, 
I think the world will rather praise than censure 
Pulcheria, when she pardons you the action. 

Mar, Gods, gods I and thou great founder of old 
Rome 1 
What is become of all that mighty spirit 
That rais'd our empire to a pitch so high ? 
*• Where is it pent ? What but almighty pow'r 
*< Could thus conBne it, that but some few atoms 
" Now run thro' all the east and Occident?'' 

Pulch, Speak calmly, Marcian 

Mar. Who can be temperate 
That tliinks as I do, madam } Why I here 's a fellowi 
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I Vc seen him fight against a troop of Vandals 
In your defence, as if he lov'd to bleed. 
^* Come to my arms, my dear! thou canst not talk, 
" But has a soul above the proudest of 'em. 
** Oh, madam I when he has been all over blood, 
«* And hack'd with wounds that seem'd to mquth his 
, praises, 

« I *ve seen him smile still as he push'd death from 
him, 

" And with his aliens rally distant fate. 

*« PulcA. He has a noble form." 

Mar. Yet, ev»n this man, 
That fought so bravely in his country's cause. 
This excellent man, this morning, in the presence. 
Did I see wrong'd before the emperor; 
Scorn'd and despis*d, because he could not cringe. 
Nor plant his feet as some of them could do. 
**' One said his clothes were not well made, and damn'd 
" His taylor—— another said he lookM 
** As if he had not lost his maidenhead.*' 
If things are suffer'd to be thus, down all 
Authority, pre* eminence, degree, and virtue ; 
Let Rome be never mentioned ; no, i' th* name 
Of all the gods be she forgotten ever I 
effeminate Persians and the Lydian softness 
Make all your fights : Marcian shall out no more, 
For by my arms it makes a woman of me ; 
And my swol'n eyes run o'er, to think this worth. 
This fuller honour than the whole court holds, 
Should be ridiculous io knaves ajid fools, 

Dij 
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** Should starve for want of what is necessary 
** To life's convenience, when luxurious bawds^ 
*' Are so o'ergfown with fat and craram'd with riot, 
** That they can hardly walk without an engine," 

Pukh, Why did not you inform the emperor ? 

Mar* Because he \i ill not hear me. Alas 1 good man, 
He flies from this bad world; and still when wars 
And dangers come» he runs to his devotions \ 
To your new thing — I know not what you call it, 
Which Constantine began. 

Pulch» How, Marcianl are not you 
Of that religion which the emp'ror owns ? 

Mar, No, madam. If you '11 see my honest thoughtS| 
I am not of their principle that take 
A wrong ; so far from bearing with a foe 
I would strike first, like old Rome ; " I would forth, 
** Elbow the neighb'rin'g nations round about, 
** Invade, enlarge my empire to the bounds 
** Of the too narrow universe. Yes, I own 
** That I despise your holy innovations; 
*« I *ni for the Roman gods, for funeral piles, 
** For mounting eagles, and the fancy'd greatness 
** Of our forefathers." Methinks ray heated spirit 
Could utter things worth losing of my head. 

Pulck, Speak freely, Marcian, for I know thee honest. 

Mar. Oh, madam 1 long, long may the emp'ror 
live 1 
But I must say his gentle disposition 
Suits not, alas I the oriental sway : 
<< Bid him but look on Phanunond; oh Gods I 
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*' Awake him with the image of that spirit 

*« Which, like a pyramid revcrs'd, is grown 

<* Ev*n from a point to the most dreadful greatness \ 

** His very name already shakes the world, 

« And still in person heading his fierce squad rons, 

« Like the first Caesar o^er the hardy Gauls, 

** He seems another thunderbolt of war." 

Pukk. I oft* have blam*d my brother most for this^ 
That to my hand he leaves the state afiairs ; 
And how that sounds you know- 

Mar, Forgive me, madam 1 
I think that all the greatness of your sex, 
Rome^s Clelia, and the fam*d Semiramis^ 
<* With all the Amazonian valour too," 
Meet in Pulcheria : yet I say forgive mc^ 
If with relu6tance I behold a woman 
Sit at the empire's helm and steer the world I 

PukL I stand rebuk'd 

Mar. << Mark but the growing French : 
** The most auspicious omen of their greatness 
*< That I can guess is their late Salique law, 
<' Bless'd by their priests the Salii, and pronounc'd 
« To stand for ever, which excludes all women 
<< From the imperial crown/* But ohl I speak 
The least of all those infinite grievances 
Which make the subjects murmur. In the army, 
Tho' I proceeded still like Hannibal, 
And punish'd ev'ry mutineer with death. 
Yet oh 1 it stabb'd me thro' and thro' the soul 
To pass the wretches* doom, because I knew 

Diij 
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With justice they complain*d ; for hard they fought, 
And with their bloQd earn'd that forbidden bread 
Which some at court, and great ones, tho* unnamed, 
Cast to their hounds, while the poor soldiers starvM— 

PulcA, Your pity too, in mournful fellowship, 
No doubt might soothe Hieir murmurs. 

Mar, Yes, it did ; 
That I might put them once again in heart 
I said 't was true the emp'ror was to blame. 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful servants. 
And paid their great arrears by second-hands : 
I promis'd too, when we retum'd to court| 
Things should be mended—— 
But how, oh gods ! forgive my blood this transport ; 
To the eternal shame of female counsels, 
And to the blast of Theodosius' name. 
Whom never warlike chronicle shall mention, 
** Oh, let me speak it with a Roman spirit I'j 
We were received like undone prodigals. 
By curs'd ungratd^il stewards, with cold looks. 
Who yet got all by those poor wretches' ruin, 
*^ Like malefactors at the hands of justice* 
<< I blush, I almost weep, with bursting rage; 
** If thus receiv'd how paid our long arrears ? 
*• Why, as intrusted misers pay the rights 
** Of helpless widows or the orphans* tears. 
*' Oh, sold'cr I for to thee, to thee I speak it, 
** Bawds for the drudgery of citizens' wives 
** Would better pay debilitated stalHona." 
Madam, I 've said perhaps too much j if so 
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It matters not ; for he who lies^ like me. 
On the hard ground, is sure to fall no further, 

Pukh* I 've given you patient hearing, honest 
Marcian, 
And as far at I can see into your temper, 
<* I speak my serious judgment in cold blood, 
« With strictest consultation on the matter,'* 
I think this seeming plain and honest Marcian 
An exquisite and most notorious traitor, 

Mar^ Hal traitor 1 

Pulch. Yes, a most notorious traito*. 

** Mar. Your grandfather, whose frown could awe 
the world, 
** Would not have calPd me so— or if he had"- «- 

Pulck. << You would have taken it." But to the 

bus'ness. 
Was 't not enough, oh heaven thou know'st too much I 
At first to own yourself an infidel, 
A bold contemner, ev'n to blasphemy. 
Of that religion which we all profess. 
For which your heart's best blood can ne'er suffice^ 
But you must dare, with a seditious army. 
Thus to conspire against the emperor \ 
I mention not your impudence to me. 
Taxing the folly of my government 
Ev'n to my face, such an irreverence 
As sure no barb'rous Vandal would have urg'd s 
Besides your libelling all the court, as if 
You had engross'd the whole world's honesty. 
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And flatt'rers, fools, and sycophants, and knaves. 
Such was your language, did inhabit there. 

Mar, You wrest my honest meaning, by the gods 
You do 5 ** and if you thus go on I feel 
** My struggling spirit will no longer bear it." 

Puick, I thought the meaning of all rational men 
Should still be gathered out of their discourse ; 
Nor are you so imprudent without thinking 
To vent such words, tho' now you fain would liide it» 
You find the guilt and balk the accusation. 
But think not you shall scape so easily : 
Once more I do confront you as a traitor ; 
And as I am intrusted with full pow'r, 
Divest you, in the name of Theodosius, 
Of all your offices, commissions, honours; 
Command you leave the court within three days. 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honest Marcian. 

Mar. Godsl godsl 

Puich, << What now} Ha! does the traitor iHurmur 2 
^Mf in three days^mark me— 't is I that doom thee-^ 
*' Rash inconsiderate man, a wretch beneath 
*^ The torments I could execute upon thee,*' 
If after three days space thou 'rt found in court 
Thou dy'st; thy head, thy head shall pay the forfeits 
** Now rage, now rail, and curse the court ; 
<< Saucily dare t' abuse the best of princes, 
<< And let thy lawless tongue lash all it can ; 
*' Do, like a madman rave, deplore thy fortune 
** While pages laugh at thee.*' Then haste to th'army^ 



Grow popular, and lead the multitude ; 
Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy beast 
To kick at Caesar. Nay, if thou weep'st I *m gone. 
Oh, Julia! if I stay I shall weep too. 
Yet 't is but just that I the heart should see 
Of him who yet must lord it over me. [Aiide^ 

Zxeunt Pulch. and Julia* 

Luc. Why do you droop, sir ? Come, no luon; 

o'this; 
You are and shall be still our general. 
Say but the word, I'll fill the Hippodrome 
With squadrons that shall make the emp'ror tremble* 
We'll fire the court about his ears. 
Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch*d 
An opportunity, and now it comes— 
Few words and I are friends; but, noble MarcianI 
If yet thou art not more than general 
Ere dead of night say Lucius is a coward. 

Mar. I charge thee, in the name of all the gods. 
Come back ; I charge thee by the name of friend. 
All 's well, and I rejoice I am no general. 
But hush 1 wkhin three days we must begone. 
And then, my friend, farewell to ceremony: 
We'll fly to some far distant lonely village, 
Forget our former state, and breed with slaves. 
And when night comes. 

With bodies coarsely filled, and vacant souls, , 
Sleep like the laboqr'd hinds, and never tliink, 
For if I think again I shall go mad : 



5^ THB090SIVS. JiBIL 

Enter Lsoktinb £nd Athenais. 

Therefore no thought. But sec, we're interrupted. 
Oh court I oh emperor 1 yet let death threaten 

I '11 find a time ; 'till then be still my soul 

<« No general now; a member of thy country, 
" But most corrupt, therefore to be cut off; 
** Loyal, plain-dealing, honest Marcian. 
*' A slave, a traitor ! Oh, ye eternal gods I**— 

[^ Exeunt', 

Leon* So Athenais, now our compliment 
To the young Persian prince is at an end. 
What then remains but that we take our leave. 
And bid him everlastingly farewell f 

Athen. My lord I 

Leon, I say that decency requires 
We should be gone, nor can you stay with honour. 

Aiken, Most true, my lord I 

Leon, The court is now at peace, 
The emperor's sisters are retir'd for ever. 
And he himself compos'd ; what hinders then 
But that we bid adieu to. Prince Varanes } 

Athen, Ah, sir I why will ye break my heart ? 

Leon, I would not ; 
Thou art the only comfort of my age : 
Like an old tree I stand amongst the storms $ 
Thou art the only limb that I have left me, [Skekneeb, 
My dear green branch I and how I prize thee, child, 
Heaven only knows. Why dost thou kneel and weepf 
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AtAen. Because you are so good, and will, I hope. 
Forgive my faults, who first occasion'd it, 

Leon, I charg'd thee to receive and hear the prince. 
AtAen, You did! and oh! my lord, I heard toa 
much, 
Too much, I fear, for my eternal quiet. 

Leon. Rise Athenaisj credit him who bears 
More years than thou : Varanes has deceived thee. 

Atken. How do we differ then ? You judge the prince 
Impious and base, while I take Heaven to witness 
I think him the most virtuous of men 5 
Therefore lake heed, my lord, how you accuse him 
Before you make the trial. Alas, Varanes I 
If thou art false there's no such thing on earth 
As solid goodness or substantial honour. 
A thousand times, my lord, he has sworn to give me 
(And I believe his oatljs) his crown and empire 
That day I make him master of my heart. 

leen. That day he Ul make thee mistress of his 
pow'r. 
Which carries a foul name among the vulgar. 
No, Athenais, let me see thee dead, 
Borne a pale corpse, and gently laid in earth, 
So I may say she 's chaste and dy'd a virgin. 
Rather than view thee with these wounded eyes 
Seated upon the throne of Isdigerdes, 
The blast of common tongues, the nobles* scorn 
Thy father's curse, that is, the prince's whore. 

AtAen, Oh, horrid supposition I how I detest it 
Be witness Heaven that sees my secret thoughts I 
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«< Have I for this, my lord, been taught by you 
«« The nicest justice and severest virtue, 
<* To fear no death, to know no end of life, 
<* And with long search discern the highest good ? 
** No Athenats ; when the day beholds thee 
•< So scandalously raised, pride cast thee down; 
" The scorn of honour and the people's prey !•• 
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem. 
That aged head from the descending axe. 
Not tho* I saw thy trembling body rack*d, 
Thy wrinkles all about thee fiU'd with blood. 
Would I for empire, to the man I love 
Be made the object of unlawful pleasure. 

Leon. Oh greatly said, and by the blood which warms 
mel 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds. 
It would improve the virtue of the world 
If evVy day a thousand votaries 
And thousand virgins came from far to hear thee I 

Athen. Look down, ye powVs, take notice we obey 
The rigid principles ye have infus'd 5 
Yet oh, my noble father I to convince you. 
Since you will have it so, propose a marriage, 
Tho* with the thought 1 *m cover'd o'er with blushes: 
Not that I doubt the prince; that were to doubt 
The heavens themselves. I know he is all truth : 
But modesty ■ 

The virgin's troublesome and constant guest, 
That, that alone forbids- ■■ 

Leon* I wish to Heaven 
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There prove no greater bar fo my reliefi 
Behold the prince : I will retire a while. 
And when occasion calls come to thy aid* [£xt/Leon» 

Enter Varanes and Aranthes* 

Var. To fix her on the throne to me seems little \ 
Were la god yet would I raise her higher; 
This is the nature of thy prince : but oh ! 
As to the world thy judgment soars above me. 
And I am dar*d with this gigantic honour ; 
Glory forbids her prosper to a crown. 
Nor must she gaze that way : my haughty soul 
That day when she ascends the throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my body pale, and to the stars 
Retire in blushes, and quite lost for ever. 

Aran. What do you purpose then ? 

Var. I know not what. 
But see, she comes, the glory of my ar;ns ; 
The only business of my constant thought. 
My soul's best joy, and all my true repose. 
I swear I cannot bear these strange desires, 
These strong impulses, which will shortly leave me 
Dead at thy feet 

Atken, What have you found, my lord. 
In me so harsh or cruel that you fear 
To speak your griefs } 

Far* First let me kneel and swear, 
And on thy hand seal my religious vow : 
Straight let the breath of gods blow me from earth, 
Swept from the book of fame, forgotten ever, 

E 
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If I prefer thee nof, oh AthenaisI 
To all the Persian greatness, 

Atken, I believe you. 
For I have heard you swear as much before. 

Var» Hast thou } oh, why then did I swear again. 
But that my love knew nothing worthier of thee. 
And could no. better way express my passion } 

Atken, Oh, rise my lord I 

Var, I will do cv'ry thing 
Which Athenais bids : if there be more 
In nature to convince thee of my love. 
Whisper it, oh! some god, into my ear. 
And on her breast thus to her list'ning soul 
I Ml breathe the inspiration. Wilt thou not speak ? 
What, but one sigh, no more ! can that suffice 
For all my vast expense of prodigal love ? 
<' Oh, Athenais I what shall I say or do 
♦* To gain the thing I wish ? 

" Atken. What 's that, my lord? 

« VaT» Thus to approach thee still, thus to behold 
thee 
*• Yet there is more.***' ■ 



Athen, My lord, I dare not hear you. 

VdT* Why dost thou frown at what thou dost not 

know? 
'Tis an imagination which ne'er pierc'd thee; 

Yet as 't is ravishing, *tis full of honour. 

^ithen, I must not doubt you, sir; but, oh I I 

tremble 

To think if Isdigerdes should behold you, 
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Should hear you thus protesting to a maid 
Of no degree but virtue in the world- 
Tar. No more of this, no more ; for I disdain 
All pomp when thou art by. Far be the noise 
Of kings and courts from us, whose gentle souls 
Our kinder stars have steer'd another way. 
Free as the forest birds we 'U pair together. 
Without remembering who our fathers were. 
Fly to the arbours, grots, and flowery meads. 
And in soft murmurs interchange our souls, 
Together drink the chrystal of the stream, 
Or taste the yellow fruit which autumn yields. 
And when the golden ev'ning calls us home 
Wing to our downy nest and sleep 'till morn, 
Athen. Ah,l prince I no more: forbear, forbear, 
to charm me. 
Since I amdoomM to leave you, sir, for even 
Var* Hold, Athenais— — 
Athen, I know your royal temper,1 
And that Jiiigh honour reigns within your breast. 
Which would disdain to waste so many hours 
With one of humble birth compared to you. 
Unless strong passion sway'd your thoughts to love 

her? 
Therefore receive, oh prince! and take it kindly. 
For none on earth but you could win it from me^ 
Receive the gift of my eternal love; 
'Tis all I can bestow; nor is it little, 
For sure a heart so coldly chaste as mine 
No charms but yours, my lord, could e*er have warmed 

Eij 
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Var* Well have you made amends by thia last 
comfort 
For the cold dart you shot at me before : 
For this last goodness^ oh, my Athenais I 
(For now methinks I ought to call you mine) 
I '11 empty all my soul in thanks before you : 
Yet oh I one fear remains, like death it chills rac. 
Why, my relenting love, did talk of parting! 

Athtn, Look there, and cease to wonder. I have 
sworn 
T* obey my father, and he calls me hence, ' 

Enter Leoktine. 

Var. Ha, Leontine! by which of all my alliens 
Have I so deeply injur'd thee to merit 
The smartest wound revenge could form to end me ? 

Lton. Answer me now, oh prince I for virtue 
prompts me. 
And honesty will dally now no longer : 
What can the end of all this passion be \ 
Glory requires the stri^ account, and asks 
What you intend at last to Athenais \ 

Var, How, Leontine! 

Leon, You saw her, sir, at Athens, said you lovM her s 
I charged her humbly to receive the honour, 
And hear your passion. Has she not, sir, obey'd mc > 

Var. She has, I thank the gods; butwhhherwould'st 
thou? 

Leon, Having resolv'd to vjsit Theodosius 
You swore you would not go without my daughter. 
Whereon I gave command that she should follow. 
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Far, Yes, Leontine, my old retnembrancer, 
IMost learn'd of all philosophers, you did. 

LeoM. Thus long she has attended ; you have seeil 
her, 
Sounded her virtues and her imperfe^iond ; 
Therefore, dread sir, forgive this bolder charge 
Which honour sounds, and now let me demand you--' 

Var. Now help, Aranthes, or I 'm dash'd for even 

jiran^ Whatever happens, sir, disdain the marriage. 

LeofL Can your high thoughts so far forget them- 
selves . 
T' admit this humble virgin for your bride ? 

Far. Hal 

jithm* He blushes, gods I and stammers at the 
question I 

Leon, Why do you walk and chafe yourself, my lord \ 
The business is not much. 

Far, How, Leontine I 
Not much! ^I know that she deserves a crown; 
Yet *t is to reason much, tho* not to love : 
And sure the world would blush to see the daughter 
Of a philosopher upon the throne of Cyrus* 

Atken. Undone for ever I 

Lton. Is this your answer, sir 7 

Var. Why dost thou urge mz thus, and push me to 
The very brink of glory ? where, alas I 
I look and tremble at the vast descent i 
Yet e'en there to the vast bottom down 
My rash advent'rer, Love, would have me leap^ 
And grasp my Athenais with my ruin* 
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Lson. *Tis well, ray lord— ~ 
Var, Why dost thou then provoke me } 
I thought that Persia's court had store of honour 
To satisfy the height of thy ambition. 
Besides, old man, my love is too well grown 
To want a tutor for his good behaviour ; 
What he will do he of himself will do. 
And not be taught by you-— ^ 
. Leon. I know he will not ; 
Fond tears away; I know, I know he will not ; 
But he would buy with this old man's preferment 
My daughter's shame. 

yar. Away, I say I my soul disdains the motion* 
Leon, The motion of a marriage— yes, I see it: 
Your angry looks and haughty words betray it : 
I found it at the first* I thank you, sir. 
You have at last rewarded your old tutor 
For all his cares, his watchings, servkres : 
Yet let me tell you, sir, this humble maid. 
This daughter of a poor philosopher. 
Shall, if she please, be seated on a throne 
As high as that of the immortal Cyrus. 

Far, I think that age and deep philosophy 
Have crack'd thy brain. Farewell, old Leontine; 
Retire to rest; and when this brawling humour 
Is rock'd asleep, 1*11 meet my Athenais, 
And clear th* accounts of love which thou hast blotted. 

[Exit, 
Lton, Old Leontine I Perhaps I 'm mad indeed. 
But hold, my heart, and let that solid virtue 
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Which I 80 long ador'd still keep the reins. 

Oh, Athenais I btit I wtU not chide thee : 

Fate is in all our actions ; and methinks. 

At least a father judges so, it has 

Rebuk'd thee smartly for thy easiness : 

There is a kind of moHrnfut eloquence 

In thy dumb grief which shames all clam'rous sorrow. 

<< Atiun, Atasl my breast isfuU of death; methinka 
** I fear ev'n you 

** Leon. Why should thou fear thy father } 

** Athtn, Because you have the figure of a manl'* 
Is there, oh speak I a possibility 
To be forgiven } 

Leon. Thy father does forgive thee. 
And honour will ; but on this hard conditiony 
Never to see him more 

AtAen, See him I oh heavens I 

Leon* Unless k be, my dat^ter, to upbraid him ; 
Not tho* he should repent and straight return. 
Nay, profler thee his crown-~^No naore of that* 
Honour too cries revenge, revenge thy wroi^s. 
Revenge thyself, revenge thy injur'd father: 
For 'tis revenge so wise, so glorious too. 
As all the world shall praise——* 

Aihen* Oh, give me leave. 
For yet I am all tenderness : the woman. 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward woman. 
Dares not look forth, but runs about my breast. 
And visits all the warmer mansions there, 
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Where she so ofl has harbour'd faise Vaninest 
Cruel Varanes I false, forsworn Varanes I 

Leon, Is this forgetting him? is this the course 
Which honour bids thee take. 

j4tAen. Ah, sir, allow 
A little time for love to make his way : 
Hardly he won the place, and many sighs. 
And many tears, and thousand oaths, it cost him: 
And oh 1 I find he will not be dislodg'd 
Without a groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no ! he vows he will not yet berais'd 
Without whole floods of grief at his farewellp 
Which thus I sacrifice : and oh, I swear 
Had he prov'd true, I would as easily 
Have empty*d all my blood, and died to serve him 
As now I shed these drops or vent these sighs. 
To shew how well, how perfectly I lov'd him. 

Leon. No woman sure but thou, so low in fortune $ 
Therefore the nobler is thy fair example, 
Would thus have griev'd because a prince ador'd hcrf 
Nor will it be believM in after-times 
That there was ever buch a maid in being : 
Yet do I still advise preserve thy virtue j 
And since he does disdain thee for his bride 
Scorn thou to be— — - 

Athen, Hold, sir; oh, hold, forbear, 
For my nice soul abhors the very sound ; 
Yet with the shame of that, and the desire 
Of an immortal name I am inspired : 
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^U kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me ; 
TVll tenderness^ as if I ne'er had loT'd, 
Has left my bosom colder than the grave* 

Leom. Oh, Athenais ! on; *t is bright before thee; 
Pursue the tracks and thou shalt be a star. 

ykketu Oh, Leontine I I swear, my noble father. 
That I will starve ere once forego my virtue : 
And thus let's join to contradict the world. 
That empire could not tempt a poor old man 
To sell his prince the honour of his daughter. 
And she too match'd the spirit of her father; 
Tho' humbly born and yet more humbly bred. 
She for her&me refus'd a royal t>ed, 
Who tho' she lov'd yelMid put off the hour. 
Nor could her virtue be betray'd by power. 
Patterns like these will guilty courts i^mprove. 
And teach the fair to blush at conscious love : 
*• Then let all maids for honour come in view, 
«* If any maid can more for glory do." 



ACrnU SCENE I. 



Enter Varanes and Araktues* 

Varanes, 
OME to my arms, my faithful, dear Aranthes, 
Soft counsellor, companion of my youth 1 
If I had longer been alone most sure, 
With the distradion that surrounds my hearty 
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My hand would have rcbell'd against his master 
And done a murder here. 

•* Aran* The gods forbid! 
; ** Var. I swear 1 press thee with as hearty joy 
** As ever fearful bride embrac'd her man 
'* ^When from a dream of dealth she wak'd, and found 
** Her lover safe and sleeping by her side.'* 

Aran, The cause, my lord \ 

F'ar, Early thou know'st last night I went to rest % 
But long, my friend, ere slumber clos'd my eyes. 
Long was the combat fought *twixt love and glory ; 
The fever of my passion burnt me up ; 
My pangs grew stronger, and my rack was doubled % 
** My bed was all afloat with the cold! drops 
** That mortal pain wrung from my laboring limbs, 
<* My groans more deep than others* dying gasps;" 
Therefore I charge thee haste to her apartment ; 
<< I do conjure thee tell her, tell her all 
<< My fears can urge or fondness can invent; 
*< Tell her how I repent ; say any thing, 
** For any thing I '11 do to quench my fires :'* 
Say I will marry her now on the instant ; 
Say all that I would say, yet in the end 
My love shall make it more than gods can utter. 

Aran, My lord, both Leontine and she are gone 
From their apartment 

Var„ Hal gone, say 'st thou I whither? 

Aran. That was my whole employment all this day; 
But^ sir, I grieve to speak it, they have left 
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No track behind for care to find them out ; 
Nor is it possible 

Var. It is, it shall ; 
1 '11 struggle with impossibilities 
To find my Athenais : not the walls 
Of Athens nor of Thebes shall hide her from me z 
I '11 bring the force of all my father's arms 
And lay them waste but I'll redeem my love.. 
Oh, Leontine ! morose old Leontine I 
Thou mere philosopher ! oh, cruel sage I 
Who for one hasty word, one choleric doubt. 
Hast turn*d.the scale, tho' in the sacred balance ^ 
My Jife, my glory, and my empire hung I 

Aran, Most sure, my lord, they are retir'd ta 
Athens* ^ 

I will send post to-night 

Var, No, no, Aranthes; 
Prepare my chariots, for I '11 go in person. * 

I swear 'till now, 'till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenais, * 
I swear I did not know how much I lov'd her. 
But let 's away ; I '11 to the emperor, > 

Thou to the hasty management of business. 
** Prepare ; to 'day I 'U go, to-day I *ll find her : 
** No more ; I '11 take my leave of Theodosius, 
<* And meet thee on the Hippodrome. Away i'* 
Let the wild hurry of thy master's love 
Make quick thy apprehension : haste, and leave me. 

\ExcunU 



N 
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SCENE lU 

Enter Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine; yota^ 
rtes leading Athenais in Procession^ after her Bap* 
tisnif to be confirmed* 

** Atticits sings. 

*• Oky Ckrysostom ! look down and see 
*' An offering worthy Heaven and thee I 
** So rich the viClim^ bright and fair ^ 
** That she on earth appears a star: 
** Chor. Eudosia is the virgin's name, 

" y/nd aftertimes shall sing her fame, 

" At TIC us sings, 

« Lead her. Votaries, lead her in, 

** Her holy birth does now begin, 
** I Vot. In humble weeds, but clean array, 

** Tour hours shall sweetly pass away, 

** And when the rites divine are past, 

" To pleasant gardens you shall haste, 
** 2 Vot. Wheremanyajlow'rybedwe have^ 

<* That emblem still to each a grave ; 

•* And when within the stream we look, 

•* With tears we use to swell the brook ; 

** But oh / when in the liquid glass 

** Our heaven appears, we sigh to pass .* 
** Chor. For heaven alone we are designed, 

** And all things bring our heaven to mind. 



»» 
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^/^^. Oh, princess! oh I most worthy of the world. 
That 13 submitted by it's emperor 
To your most wise and providential sway I 
"What Greek or Roman eloquence can paint 
The rapture and devotion of my soul I 
I am adopted your's ; you are my goddess^ 
That have new- formed, new- moulded my conceptions, 
*< And by the platform of a work divine 
•« New-fram'd, new-built me to your own desires, 
*• Thrown all the lumber of my passions our, 
** And made my heart a mansion of perfeftion ! 
** Clean as an anchoret's grot or votarist's cell, 
^^ And spotless as the glories of his steps 
•* Whom we far oft' adore." 

Pulch. • Rise, Eudosia, 
And let me fold my Christian in my arms : 
With this dear pledge of an eternal love 
I seal thee, oh Budosia I mine for ever : 
Accept, best charge, the vows of my afFcClion, 
For, by the sacred friendship that I give thee, 
I think that Heaven by miracle did send thee 
To ease my cares, to help me in my counsels. 
To be my sister, partner in my bed, 
And equally thro* my whole course of life 
To be the better part of thy Pulcheria, 
And share my griefs and joys. 

Atken, No, madam, no ; 
Excuse the cares that this sad wretch must bring you : 
** Oh I rather let me leave the world for ever ;" 
Or if I must partake yoor royal secrets. 
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«< If you resolve to load me with such honour/* 
Let it be far from cities, far from courts. 
Where I may fly all human conversation. 
Where I may ne ver sec, nor hear, nor name. 
Nor think, nor dream, oh heaven I if possible. 
Of mankind more. 

<* Pulch, What now ! in tears Eudosia I 
<< Athen. Far from the guilt of palaces, oh, send me \ 
Drive me, oh, drive me from the traitor man I 
So I might 'scape that monster, let me dwell 
In lions' haunts or in some tiger's den ; 
Place me on some steep, craggy, ruinM rock. 
That bellies out, just dropping in the ocean i 
Bury me in the hollow of its womb. 
Where, starving on my cold and flinty bed, 
I may from far, with giddy apprehension. 
See infinite fatlioms down the rumbling deep ; 
Yet not e'en there, in that vast whirl of death. 
Can there be found so terrible a ruin 
As man, false man, smiling,, destructive man I" 
Pulch. Then thou hast lov'd , Eudosia. Oh, my sister \ 
Still nearer to my heart, so much the dearer. 
Because our fates are like, and hand in hand 
Our fortunes lead us thro' the maze of lite : 
I 'm glad that thou hast lov'd; nay, lov'd with danger. 

Since thou hast 'scap'd the ruin. " Methinks it 

lightens 
" The weight of my calamities, that thou 
** (In all things else so perfect and divine) 
" Art yet akin to my infirmity, 
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** And bcar'st thy part in love's melodious ill ; 
*• Love, that like bane perfum'd, infects the mind, 
** That sad delight that charms all womankind." 
Athen, Yes, madam, I confess that love has charm*d 
me, 
But never shall again : " no, I renounce him. 
•• Inspire me all the\vrongs of abus'd woman; 
^< All you that have been cozen'd by false men, 
** See whjat a strict example I will make; 
** But for the peijuries of one I will revenge ye 
*< For all that 's past, that 's present, and to come* 
Pulth, *^ Oh, thou far more than the most mascu« 
line virtue 1 
V Where, our Astrea, where, oh, drowning brightncssl 
** Where hast thou been so long ^ Let me again 
** Protest my admiration and my love ; 
f ^ Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 
** While such clear virtue shines within our circle, 
** Vice shall no more appear within the palace, 
<< But hide her dazzled eyes, and this becall'd 
«* The holy court. But" lo I the emp'ror comes : 
Beauty like thine may drive that far away 
That has so long entranced his soul.—— My lord— 

Enter Th eodosius and Attendants. 

Theo. If yet, alas I I might but hope to see her; 
But oh 1 forgive me. Heaven, this wilder start 
That thus would reach impossibility : 
N0|^ no, I never must behold her more* 

Fjj 
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As well my Atticas might raise the dead. 
As Leontine should charm that form in view. 

PulcA. My lord, I come to give your grief a cure 
With purer flames to draw that cruel fire 

*rhat tortur'd you so long Behold this virgin-^— 

The daughter of your tutor, Leontine. 

Tikeo, Ahl 

** Pukh, She is your »ster*s charge, and made a 
Christiaui 
<< And Athenais is Eudosia now : 
** Be sure a fairer never grac'd religion^ 
<* And for her virtue she transcends example.** 

Theo* Ohy all you blest above t how can this be ? 
Am I awaked or is this possil>le ^ [ Athen. kneels* 

Pukh, She kneels, my lord \ will not you go and 
raise her \ 

Theo, Nay, do thou raise her, for I *m rooted here$ 
Yet, if laborious love and melancholy 
Have not o'ercome me, and quite tum'd me mad. 
It must be she, that naked dazzling sweetness 1 ' 
The very figure of that morning-star 
That, dropping pearls and shedding dewy beams^ 
Fled from the greedy waves when I approach'd. 
Answer me, Leontine^; am I distradled. 

Or is this true \ *« By thee in all encounters 

** I will be ruPd, in temperance and wildness, 
** When reason clashes with extravagance. 
« But speak"— 

Le<m» 'T is true, ray lord; this is ray daughter^ 
Whom I concealed in Persia from all eyes 
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But your'S) when chance dire6led you that way. 

neo. He says 't is true : why then this heartless car^ 
riage. 
This lazy spirit) 

** Oh) were I proof against the darts of love, 
*^ And cold to beauty as the marble lover 
** That lies without a thought upon his tomb, 
^ WoMld not this glorious dawn of life run thro' me 
** And waken death itself I" Why am I slow then ? 
What hinders now but that in spite of rules 
I burst thro* all the bands of death that hold me, 

[He kneels m 
And fly with such a haste to that appearance 
As bury'd saints shall make at tlie last summons f 

Athen* The emperor at my feet ! Oh, sir I forgive me,' 
Drown me not thus with everlasting shame : 
Both heaven and earth must blush at such a view/ 
Nor can I bear it longer* " 



Leon. My lord, she is unworthy* 
Theo. Ha ! what say'st thou, Leon tine ? 
'* Unworthy I oh, thou atheist to perfection I 
'< All that the blooming earth could send forth fair, 
*<AU that the gaudy heavens could drop down 

glorious!*' 
tJnworthy, say'st thou I Wert thou not her father 

1 swear I would revenge But haste and tell me. 

For love like mine will bear no second thought. 
Can. all the honours of the orient, 
Thus sacrific*d with the most pure affeflion. 
With spotless thoughts and languishing desires, 

F ly 
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Obtaiiii 'oh| Leontine I — the crown at last— - 
To thee I speak — thy daughter to my bride ? 

LeioH, My lord, the honour bears such estimation 
It calls my blood into my aged cheeks^ 
And quite overwhelms my daughter with ccmfiisioD, 
Who with her body prostrate on the earth 
Ought to adore you for the profFer*d glory* 

TAetK Let roe embrace and thank thee, oh, kind 
Heaven I 
Oh Atticus I Pulcheria I oh, my £sither 1 
Was ercr change like mine ? Run thro' the streets; 
** Who waits there V* Run, and loud as fame can speak 
With trumpet sounds proclaim your empctOr's joy : 
** Andy as of old» on the great festival 
M Of her they call the mother of thegods, 
** Let all work cease, at least an oaken garland 
" Crown each plebeian head ; let sprightly bowls 
** Be dol'd about, and the toss'd cymbals sound; 
^< Tell them their much lamented Theodosiua 
*' By miracle is brought from death to life ; 
** His melancholy's gone, and now once more 
'< He shall appear at the state's helm again; 
** Nor fear a wreck while this bright star dire£ls us; 
** For while she shines, no sands, no treacherous rocks 
** Shall lie unseen, but 1 will cut my way 
*' Secure as Neptune thro' tlie Ivi^hest stream, 
** And to the port in safety steer the world.** 

j^tAen, Alas ! my tord, consider my ejitraftioii, 
With all my other wants ■■ m 

Theo^ Peace, empress, peace 1 
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,No more the daughter of old Lcontine, 
A Christian now, and partner of the cast- 

Athtn, My father has dispos'd me, you command mc; 
"V^hat can I answer then but my obedience \ 

Tkto. Attend her, dear Pulcheria I and oh, tell her 
To-morrow, if she please, I will be happy. 
Oh, why so long should I my joys delay i 

[Exeunt Pnkh. and Athen. 
Time, imp thy wings, let not thy minutes stay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day : 
** The day I 't will be an age before to-morrow t 
*• An age, a death, a vast eternity 
•< Where we shall cold and past enjoyment lie." 

Enter Varambs and A ran the s* 

Far, Oh, Theodosiusl 

Theo, Ha 1 my brother here 1 
Why dost thou come to make my bliss run o'er ? 
<* What is there more to wish ? Fortune can find 
** No flaw in such a glut of happiness 

•• To let one misery in." Oh, my Varanes I 

Thou that of late didst seem to walk on clouds. 
Now give a loose, let go the slacken'd reins. 
Let us drive down the precipice of joy. 
As if that all the winds of heaven were for us, 

F^ar, My lord, I 'm glad to find tlie gale is turn'd. 
And give you joy of tWs auspicious fortune. 
Plough on your way with all your streamers out; 
With all your glorious flags and garlands ride 
Triumphant on and leave me to the waves, 
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The sands, the winds, the rocks, the sure destrudtion 
And ready gulfs that gape to swallow me. 

73le0. It was thy hand that drew me from the grave. 
Who had been dead by this time to ambition. 
To crowns, to titles, and my slighted greatness : 
But still, as if each work of thine deserv'd 

The smile of Heaven thy Theodosius met 

Y^ith something dearer than his diadem, 

With all that 's worth a wish, that 's worth a life; 

I met with that which made me leave the world. 

VatK, And I, oh turn of chancel oh>:ursed fortune! 
Have lost at once all that could make me happy. 
** Oh, ye too partial powers 1 but now no more : 
*• The gods, my dear my most lov'd Theodosius, 
<< Double all those joys that thou hast met upon thee! 
** For sure thou art most worthy, worthy more 
<* Than Jove in all his prodigality 
** Can e'er bestow in blessings on mankind." 
And oh ! methinks my soul is strangely mov'd^ 
Takes it the more unkindly of her stars 
That thou and I cannot be blest together ; 
For I must leave thee, friend: this night must leave 

thee, 
To go in doubtful search of what, perhaps^ 
I ne*er shall find, if so ray cruel fate 
Has order'd it. Why then farewell for ever. 
For I shall never never see thee more. 

7%eo, How sensible my tender soul is grown 
Of what you utter I Oh, my gallant friend I 
Oh, brother I oh, Varanes 1 do not judge 
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By what I speak, for sighs will interrupt me : 

Judge by my tears, judge by these stride embraces* 

And by my last resolve : tho' I have met 

"With what in silence I so long ador'd ; 

Tho' in the rapture of protesting joys, 

I had set down to-morrow for my nuptials, 

^* And Atticus to-night prepares the temple," 

'Yet, my VaranesI I will rob my soul 

Of all her health, of my imperial bride. 

And wander with thee in the search of that 

On which thy life depends— 

Var* If this I sufi^r 
Conclude me then begotten of a hind, 
And bred in wilds : no, Theodosius, no ; 
I charge thee by our friendship, and conjure thee 
By all the gods, to mention this no more. 
Perhaps, dear friend \ I shall be sooner here 
Than you expert or I myself imagine: 
What most I grieve is that I cannot wait 
To see your nuptials ; yet my soul is with you. 
And all my adorations to your bride. 

Theo. What, my Varanes I will you be so cruel 
As not to see my bride before you go \ 
Or are you angry at your rival's charms. 
Who has already ravishMlialf my heart. 
That once was all your own \ 

Var, You know I am disordered ; 
My melancholy will not suit her blest condition. 

[Exit Thco. 
And the gods know since thou, my Athenais, 
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Art fled from these sick eyes, all other women 
To my palPd soul seem like the ghost of beauty. 
And haunt my memory with the loss of thee. 

Enter Athenais, Theodosius leading kir. 

Thto. Behold, my lord, th' occasion of my joy. 

Var. 0\\^ ye immortal gods 1 Aranthes I oh 1 
Look there, and wonder. Hal is 't possible ? 

Athai, My lord, the emperor, says you are his friend; 
He charges me to use my interest. 
And beg of you to stay at least so long 
As our espousals will be solemnizing : 
I told him I was honoured once to know you. 
But that so slightly as I could not warrant 
Th^ grant of any thing that I should ask you 

Var, Oh heaven and earth I oh Athenais I why. 
Why dost thou use me thus \ Had 1 the world 
Thou know'st it should be thine— 

Athen* I know not that" 
But yet, to make sure work, one half of it 
Is mine already, sir, without your giving. 
My lord, the prince is obstinate ; his glory 
Scorns to be mov'd by the weak breath of woman ; 
He is all hero, bent for higher views. 
Therefore 't is noble, sir, to let him go : 
If not for him, my lord, yet for myself 
I must entreat the favour t(4 retire. {Exit Atfaen,£?c« 

Vat, Death and despair I confusion 1 hell, and furies! 
, VCheo, " Heaven guard thy health, and still preserve 
thy virtue ;" 
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'What should this mean ? I fear the consequence, 
For 'tis too plain they know each other well. 

Var. Undone AranthesI lost, undone for ever ! 
I see my doom, I read it with broad eyes, 
As plain as if I saw the book of fate: 
Yet I will muster all my spirits up, 
Digest my grief, swallow the rising passions ; 
Yes, I will stand the shock of all the gods 
Well as I can, and struggle for my life. 

Theo, You muse, my lord ; and if you Ml give me leave 
To jud^e your thouL;hts, they seem employ*d at present 
About my bride " I guess you know her too." 

Var. His bride 1 oh, gods I give me a moment's 
patience* \ 

I must confess the sight of Athenais, 
Where I so little did expe6l to see her, 
So grac'd, and so adorn'd, did raise my wonder : 
But what exceeds all admiration is. 
That you should talk of making her your bride ; 
•T is such a blind effedt of monstrous fortune. 
That tho' 1 well remember you affirm'd it 
I cannot yet beheve— — 

Tkeo. Then now believe me ; 
By all the powers divine I will espouse her. 

Far. Ha I I shall leap the bounds. Come, come^ 
my lord. 
By all these powers you nam'd I say you must not. 

Theo. I say I will ; and who shall barmy pleasure ? 
Yet more, I speak the judgment of my soul, - 
Weigh but with fortune, merit in the balance^ 
And Athenais loses by the marriage. 
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Var, Relentless fates I malicious cruel powers! 
Ohy for what crime do you thus rack your creature ) 
Sir, I must tell you this unkingly meanness 
Suits the profession of an anchorite well; 
But in an Oriental emperor 
It gives offence ; nor can you, without scandal. 
Without the notion of a grov'ling spirit, 
Espouse the daughter of old Leontine, 
Whose utmost glory is to 'ave been my tutor. 

Theo. He has so well acquitted that employment, 
Breeding you up to such a gallant height 
Of full perfe^ion and imperial greatness. 
That ev*n for this respedl, if for no other, 
I will esteem him worthy while I live. 

Var. My lord, you '11 pardon me a little freedom; 
For I must boldly urge in such a cause*— 
Whoever flatters you, tho* ne'er so near 
Related to your blood, should be suspe^ed. 

Theo. If friendship would admit a cold suspicion^ 
After what I have heard and seen to-day. 
Of all mankind I should suspe6t Varanes. 

Var, He has stung me to the heart; my groans. 
will choke me. 
Unless my struggling passion gets a vent. 
Out with it then 1 can no more dissemble- 
Yes, yes, my lord I since you reduce me to 
The last necessity I must confess it ; 
I must avow my flame for Athenais: 
I am all fire, my passion eats me up, 
It grows.incorp'rate with my fle&li and blood : 
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Twly pangs^ redouble ; now they cleave my heart 1 
Oh, Athenaisl oh, Eudosia I**— >-0h! > 
* * Tho* plain as day I see my own destni^ion, 
« Yet to my death, and oh, let all the gods 
*< Bear witness ! still I swear I will adore thee !'* 

Theo, Alas, Varanes I which of us two the heavens 
Have mark'd for death is yet above the stars; 
But while we Jive let us preserve our friendship 
Sacred and just, as we have ever done. 
This only mean in two such hard extremes 
Kemains for both : to-morrow you shall see her 
With all advantage in her own apartment ; 
Take your own time ; say all you can to gain her; 
If you can win her, lead her into Persia; 
If nor, consent that I espouse her here. 

Var. Still worse and worse I Oh, Theodosius I oh, 
I cannot speak for sighs ; my death is seal'd 
By his last sweetness : had you been less good 
I might iiave hop'd ; but now my doom/s at hand. 
Go then and take her, take her to the temple; 
The gods too give you joy I Oh, Athenais I 
Why does thy image mock my foolish sorrow ? 
Oh, Theodosius I do not see my tears : 
Away and leave me ; leave me to the grave* 

Theo. Farewell ; let *s leave the issue to the heavens ; 
I will prepare your way with all that honour 
Can urge in your behalf, tho* to my ruin. [Exit Theo. 

Var. Oh, I could tear my limbs and eat my flesh f 
Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain* glorious fool I 
Damn'd be all courts, and trebly damn'd ambition I 

G 
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Blasted be thy remembrance I curses on thee I 
And plagues on plagues fall on those fools that seek 
theet 

j^ran. Have comfort, sir ■ 

Vat, Away and leave me villain I 
Traitor, who wrought me first to my destruction I— 
Yet stay and help, help me to curse my pride. 
Help me to wish that I had ne'er been royal, 
That I had never heard the name of Cyrus, 
** That my first brawl in court had been my last.** 
Oh that I had been born some happy swain. 
And never known a life so great, so vain I 
Where I extremes might not be forc*d to choose, 
And blest with some mean wife no crown could lose, 
Where the dear partner of mv little state. 
With all her smiling offspring at the gate, 
Blessing my labours might my coming wait ; 
Where in our humble beds all safe might lie. 
And not in cursed court for glory die lExema, 

SONG. 

** Hati to the myjtle shacUy 
** yiU kail to the nymphs of the f elds i 

** Kings would not here invade 
** Those pleasures that virtue yields* 

** Chor. Beauty here opens her arms^ 

** To soften the languishing mind^ 
*^ And Phillis unlocks her charms c 
" M, Phillis / wky so kind i 
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<* PhiUisy thou sout afUmt^ 

" Thou joy of the ndgh'' bring swains % 

*' Philtis thai crowns thegrove^ 
«< And Phillis that gilds the plains : 

*^ Chor. Phillis^ that ne^er had the skill 

" To painty and to patchy and btjint\ 
** Ttt Phillis whose eyes tan killf 
" Whom nature hath made divined 

<* PhiUiSf whose charming song 

** Makes labour and' pains a delight: 

« Phillis^ that makes the day youngs 
" And shortens the live^long night: 

** Chor. Phillis f whose lips likeMayy, 

^^ Still laughs at the sweets they brings 
^* Where Uwe never knows decay ^ 
* * But sets with eternal spring.*' 
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.. ■■_■■■■-■_ 

Enter Marcian and Lucius, at a distance^ 

Marciam 
The general of the Oriental armies 
"Was a commission large as fate could give : 
*Xis gone. " Why, what care I ? Oh, Fortune I 

Fortune I » 

^< Thou laughing empress of this busy world, 

Gij 
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** Marcian defies thee now " 

Why what a thing is a discarded favourite 1 

** He who but now, tho* longing to retire, 

** Could not for busy waiters be alone, 

** Throng'd in his chamber, haunted to his closet 

** With a full crowd and an eternal court I" 

When once the favour of his prince is turn'd, 

Shun*d as a ghost the clouded man appears, 

And all the gaudy worshippers forsake him. 

** So fares it now with me ; where'er I come, 

** As if I were another Catiline ; 

*' The Courtiers rise, and no man will sit near me : 

" As if the plague were on me all men fly me.*' 

Oh, Lucius I Lucius I if thou leav'st me too 

I think, I think, I could not bear it, 

But like a slave my spirit, broke with suff 'ring. 

Should on these coward knees fall down, and beg 

Once to be great again——- 

Luc* Forbid it. Heaven 1 
That e'er the noble Marcian condescend 
To ask of any but th' immortal gods I 
Nay, I vow, if yet your spirit dare, 
Spite of the court you shall be great as Caesar. 

** Mar, No, Lucius, no ; the gods repel that humour. 
** Yet since we are alone, and must ere long 
** Leave this bad court, let us like veterans 
" Speak out — Thou say'st, alas ! as great as Canar; 
*< But Where's his greatness ? where is his ambition? 
** If any sparks of virtue yet remain 
** In this poor figure of the Roman glory f 
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*• I say if aiiy be, how dim they shine 
' ** Compar'd with what his great forefathers were ! 
** How should he lighten then or awe the world 
<< Whose soul in courts is but a lambent fire i 
** And scarce, oh Rome I a glowworm in the field, 
<* Soft, young, religious^godlike qualities I 
•* For one that should recover the lost empire, 
<( And wade thro* seas of blood and walk o'er moun* 

tains 
<< Of slaughter *d bodies to immortal honour.'* 
Luc* Poor heart t he pinM a while ago for love—- 
Alar. And for his mistress vow'd taleave the world ;' 
But some new thance it seems has changed his mind* 
A marriage I but to whom, or whence she came. 
None knows ; but yet a marriage is proclaimM, 
Pageants prepared, the arches are adorn'd, 
<* The statues crown'd, the Hippodrome does groan 
<< Beneath the burden of the mounted warriors ;'* 
The theatre is openM too, where he 
And the hot Persian mean to a£l their follies. 
• Gods I gods I is this the image of our Caesars ? 
Is this the model of our Romulus ? 
Oh why 80 poorly have you stamp'd Rome's glory t 
** Not Rome^s but your*s — Is this man fit to bear it, 
<< This waxen portraiture of majesty, 
<^ Which ev'ry warmer passion does melt down, 
** Aod makes him fonder than a woman's longing T* 

Luc, Thus much I know to the eternal shame 
Of tfie imperial blood ; this upstart empress, 
This fine new queen, is sprung from abject parentS| 
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Nay, basely born : but that's all one to him ; 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 

Mat* Shall I not speak, shall I not tell him of it) 
I feel this big-swol'rt throbbing Roman spirit 
Will burst unless I utter what I ought. 

* 

Enter Pu lch E RI A with a Paper in her Aand, and] u LU. 

Mar, Pulcheria here I why she's the scourge of 
Marcian ; 
I tremble too whenever she approaches, 
*^ And my iieart dances an unusual measure : 
« Spile of myself 1 blush, and cannot stir 
<«. While she is here"— What, Lucius, can this mean! 
** 'Ti0 said Calphurnia had the heart of Cscsar, 
** Augustus doted on the subtile Li via, : 
<< Why theji should not i worship ihdt fair angel ? 
« Oh I didst thott mark her wheh her fury lightened? 
<< She seem*d all goddess, nay ^ her frowns became her : 
<* There was a beauty in her very wiidiiess« 
*« Were I a man born great as our first founder, 
** Sprung from the blood d^tine— but t ina cast 
** Beyond all possibility of h©pe.** 

PnlcA, Come hither Maiician, read thn paper o^efy 
And mark the strange negie6l of Theodosius ; 
He signs whatever 1 bring j perhaps you 'ave heard 
To-HMN-row he intends to wed a maid of Athens, 
New-made a Christian, and new-nsnuM Eudosia, 
Whom he more dearly prizes than hi« etapirc; 
Yet in this paper he hath set his hand, 
And seal'd it too with the imperial signet, 
That she shall lose her head to-morrow morning. 
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Mar. 'Tis not for mc to judge; yet this seems 
strange, 

Pulck, I know he rather would commit a murder 
On his own person than permit a vein 
Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what might follow 
If I were envious of this virgin's honour 
6y his rash passing whatsoe'er I offer- 
Without a view — Ha I but I had forgot : 
Julia, let's haste from this infectious person—— 
I had forgot that Marcian was a traitor : 
«• Yet by the powers divine 1 swear 'tis pity 
'^ That one so form'd by nature for all honotir, 
<< All titles, greatness, dignities imperial, 
*' The noblest person, and the bravest courage, 
<* Should not be honest. Julia, is 't not pity P' 
Oh, Marcian ! Marcian I 1 could weep to think 
Virtu^ should lose itself as thine has done. 
Repent, rash man 1 if yet 't is not too late. 
And mend thy errors \ so farewell for ever. 

[^Examt Pulch. nfti Juliat 

Mar. Farewell for ever I no, madam, ere I go 
I am resolv'd to speak, and you shall hear me ; 
Then if you please take off this traitor's head : 
End my commission and my life together. 

Luc, Perhaps you *11 doubt of what 1 'm going to say s 
But by your life ray Wrd 1 think 't is true $ 
Pulcheria loves this traitor x. " Did you mark her t 
^* At first she had forgot your banishment ; 
*^ Makes you her counsellor, and tells her secrets 
<< As to a friend i nay, leaves them in your hand^ 
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V And says *t is pity tliat you are not honest, 

** With such description of your gallantry 

** As none but love could make ; then taking leave, 

<* Thro' the dark lashes of her darting eyes 

** Methought she shot her soul at ev'ry glance, 

** Still looking back, as if she had a mind 

< < That youshould know she left her heart behind he r.** 

Mar, Alas I thou dost not know her, nor do I, 
Nor can the wit of all mankind conceive her. 
But let 's away. This paper is of use. 

Luc. I guess your purpose : 
He is. a boy, and as a boy you *ll use him— 
There is no other way. 

Mar* Yes, if he be not 
Quite dead with sleep, forever lost to honour, 
Marcian with this shall rouse him. Oh, my Lucius t 
Methinks the ghosts of the great Theodosius 
And thund*ring Constantine appear before me ; 
They chai^ge me as ^ soldier to chastise him, 
To lash him with keen words from lazy love. 
And show him how they trod thepaths of honour. {Ex* 

SCENE II. 



Theodosius lying on a QmcA^ with two BcysdruttUu 
Cupids singing to Aim as he sleeps* 

SONG. 

*' Happy day I ah^ happy day I 
^'f ^AatCmsar's teams didjirst display I 
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** 5o ptactful was the happy day^ 
'* Tht gods themselves did all look down 
** The royal infant'' s birth to crown, 
** So pleased they scarce did on the guilty JtozoHm 

*^ Happy day / ah, happy day J 
** And oh, thrice happy hour I 
** That made such goodness master of suck power ; 
** For thus the gods declare to men, 
•* No day lihe this shall ever come again*** 

Enter MakciaN with an Order, 

•* Theo, Ha I what rash thing art thou who set's so 
small 
" A value on thy life thus to presume 
«« Against the fatal orders I have givcn| 
*• Thus to entrench on Caesar's solitude, 
•* And urge me to thy ruin ? 

** Mar. Mighty Caesar! 
** I have transgress'd, and for my pardon bow 
** To thee as to the gods when I offend ; 
** Nor can I doubt your mercy, when you know 
** Thefiature of my crime. I am commissioned 
** From all the earth to give thee thanks and praises, 
<< Thou darling of mankind t whose conquVing arms 
** Already drown the glory of great Julius, 
** Whose deeper reach in laws and policy 
** Makes wise Augustus envy thee in heaven. 
** What mean the fates by such ptbdigious virtue ? 
** When scat-ce the manly down yet shades thy face, 
*^ With conquest thus to over- run the world. 
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** And make barbarians tremble } Oh, ye godst 
«* Sh«uld destiny now end thee in thy bloom i 
*< Methinks I see thee mourn'd above the loss 
** Of lov'd Germanicus, thy funerals, 
** Like hisy are solemniz'd with tears and blood* 

** Thto, How, Marcian I 

*yMar. Yes, the raging multitude, 
** Like torrents, set no bound to their mad grief, 
** Shave their wives' heads, and tear off their own hair; 
** With wild despair they bring their infants out 
*' To brawl their parent's sorrow in the streets: 
f ' Trade is no more, all courts of justice stoppM ; 
** With stones they dash the windows of their temples, 
** Pull down their altars, break their household gods, 
** And still the universal groan is this, 
** Constantinople's lost, our empire's ruin'd : 
*' Since he is gone, that father of his country, 
** Since he is dead, oh, life I where is thy pleasure} 
** Oh, Rome 1 oh, con^uer'd world I where is thy glory 2 

** Theo, I know thee well, thy custom and thy 
manners; 
** Thou dost upbraid roe ;. but no more of this, 
« Not for thy life^ 

^< Mar, What 's life without my honour? 
** Could ypu transform yourself into a Gorgon, 
" Or make that beardless face like Jupiter's, 
'' I would be heard in spite of all your thunder. 
*< Oh, power of guilt! you fear to stand the test 
** Which virtue brings; like sores your vices shake 
'' Before this Roman healer: but, by the gods^ 
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•* Before 1 go 1*11 rip the malady, 
•* And let the venom flow before your eyes: 
«* This is a debt to the great Thcodosius, 
<< The granfather of yoiir illustrious blood, 
** And then farewell forever. 

'< Thto* Presuming Marctan I 
•* What canst thou urge against my innocence ? ' 

•• Thro' the whole course of all my harmless youth, 
<< Ev'n to^is hour, I cannot cull to mind 
*' One wicked a6l which I have done to shame me. 

** Mar. This may be true ; yet if you give the sway 
** To other bands, and your poor subjeils suffer, 
•• Your negligence to them is as the cause* 
*^ Oh, Theodosius 1 credit me who knows 
<< The world, and hear our soldiers censure kings. 
<^ In aftertimes, if thus you should go on, 
** Your memory by warriors will be scorn *d, 
*< As Nero or as Caligula loath *d ; 
'* They will despise your sloth and backward ease 
*' More than they hate the others' cruelty* 
** And what a thing, ye gods, is scorn or pity I 
*< Heap on me, Heaven, the hate of all mankind, 
*< Load me with malice, envy, detestation, 
** Let me be horrid to ail apprehension, 
** And the world shun me, so I 'scape but scorn. 
** 7y4f(?. Pr'y thee no more. 

** Mar, Nay, when the legions make comparisons, ' 
*' And say thus cruel Nero once resolv'd 
** On Galba's insurreflion for revenge, 
*• To give all France as plunder to the arms. 
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*' To poison the whole senate at a feast, 

« To burn the city, turn the wild beasts outy 

*' Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude, 

<< That so obstrufling those that quench'd the fire 

<* He might at once destroy rebellious Rome. 

«* TAeo, Oh, cruelty ! why tell'st thou me of this ? i 
^< Am I of such a bloody, barb'rous temper i 

" Mar, Yet some will say this show'd he had a spirit^ 
•* However fierce, avenging, and pernicious— 
•• That favoured of a Roman : but for you, 
*< What can your partial sycophants invent, I 

" To make you room among the emperors, I 

« Whose utmost is the smallest part of Nero, 
** A petty player— one who can aft the hero, 
« And never be one. Oh, ye immortal gods I 
*^ Is this the old Caesarian majesty i 
** Now in the name of our great Romulus 
<< Why sing you not and fiddle too as he did } | 

** Why have ye not, like Nero, a phenascus, 
•* One to take care of your celestial voice : 
•* Lie on your back, my lord, and on your stomach 
** Lay a thin plate of lead — abstain from fruits; 
** And when the business of the stage is done 
** Retire with your loose friends to costly banquets; 
•* While the lean army groans upon the ground, 
** Thio, Leave me, I say, lest I chastise thee : 

** Hence, begone, I say* 

" Mar. Not 'till you have heard me out— 
<« Build too, like him, a palace lin*d with gold, 
As long and large a& th^t to the Esquilinc : 



u 



/r. THIODOSIUS. jrj 

'^ Enclose a pool too in it like the sea, 
' * And at the empire's cost let navies meet; 
•* Adorn your starry chambers too with gems; 
•* Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, 
^* With pipes to cast ambrosian oils upon you; 
•* Consume with this prodigious vanity 
<< In mere perfumes and odorous distillations 
•* Of sesterces at once four hundred millions ; 
*' Let naked virgins wail you at your table, 
«* And wanton Cupids dance and clap their wings; 
•* No matter what becomes of the poor soldiers, 
*• So they perform the drudgery they are fit for ; 
•' Why, let 'em starve for want of their arrears, 
** Drop as they go, and lie, like dogs$ in ditches. 
** TAeo. Come, you are a traitor 
** Mar. Go to, you are a boy— 
** Or by tlie gods— 

** TAfo. If arrogance like this, 
** And to the emperor's face, should'scape unpunished 
•* I *li write myself a coward — Die then a villain, 
** A death too glorious for so bad a man, 
•* By Theodosius* hand. 

[Mnrcian disarms him^ hut is wounded. 
** Mar, Now, sir, where are you ? 
<* What in the name of all our Roman spirits 
** Now charms my hand from giving thee thy fate J 
•* Has he not cut me off from all my honours— 
*< Torn my commissions, sham'd me to the earth, 
•* Banish 'd the court, a vagabond for ever } 

** Do not the soldiers hourly abk it from me, 

H 
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<* Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge *em? 
<< What hinders now but that I mount the throne 
** And make to that this purple youth my footstool : 
<< The armies court me and my country*s cause ; 
** The injuries of Rome and Greece persuade me. 
<< Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn, 
<( They *U make me emperor whether I will or no. 
«< Did not for less than this the latter Brutus, 
** Because he thought Rome wrongM, in person head 
<< Against his friend a black conspiracy, 
« And stab the majesty of all the world } 
** Theo. A^ as you please, I am within your power* 
** Mar, Did not the former Brutus for the crime 
<* Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his kingdom t 
** And shall this prince too, by permitting others 
<< To act their wicked will and lawless pleasures, 
«* Ravish from the empire it's dear health, 
« Well-being, happiness, and ancient glory, 
«< Go on in this dishonourable rest ? 
*< Shall he, I say, dream on while the stafv'd troops 
** Lie cold and waking in the wintercamp ; 
<( And like pin'd birds for want of sustenance 
•• Feed on the haws and berries of the field ? 
« Oh, temper, temper me, ye gracious gods I 
« Give to my hand forbearance, to my heart 
«( It's constant loyalty— I would but shake him, 
<< Rouse him a little from this death of honour, 
« And show him what he should be, {^^adtf 

•• 75Sw. You accuse me 
<< As if I were some monster most unheard pf, 

3 
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•* First as the ruin of the army, then 

<< Of taking your commission; but, by heaven 

•* I swear, oh, Marcian! this I never did, 

** Nor e'er intended it 5 nor say I this 

*• To alter thy stern usage; for with what 

*< Thou 'st said or done, and brought to my remem* 

brance, 
•* I grow already weary of my life. 

•• Mar. My lord, I take your word — You do not 
know 
'* The wounds which rage within your count ry*sbowelS| 
<* The horrid usage of the sufF'ring soldier; 
<* But why will not our Theodosius know ? 
'< If you entrust the government to others 
** That a£l these crimes who but yourself *s to blame I 
<< Be witnesses, ye gods I of my plain dealing, 
•* Of Marcian's honesty, howe'er degraded. 
** I thank you for my banishment ; but, alas I 
<* My loss is little to what soon will follow ; 
** Reflect but on yourself and your own joys; 
*• Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
•* 'T was rumour'd thro' the city that you lov'd, 
<' That your espousals should be solemniz'd; 
•* When on a* sudden here you send your orders 
** That this bright favourite, the lov*d Eudosia; 
'* Should lose her head. 

<< Theo. Oh, heaven and earth I what say*st thou ? 
*< That I have seal'd the death of my Eudosia ? 

** Mar. 'T is your own hand and signet : yet I sweafy 
<* Tho' you have given to female hands the sway, 

Hij 
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<< And therefore I as well as the whole army 

*' For ever ought to curse all womankind ; 

•* Yet w hen the virgin came, as she was doom*d, 

*< And on the scaffold , for that purpose raised, 

« Without the wdlls appeared before the army ^. 

«< TAeo, What I on a scaffold? Hal before the 
army? 

*< Mar, How quickly was the tide of fury turn'd 
*< To soft compassion and relenting tears I but when 

the axe 
V Severed the brightest beauty of the earth 
** From that fair body; had you heard the groan, 
** Which like a peal of distant thunder ran 
*< Thro' all the arm*d host", you would have thought, 
** By the immediate darkness that fell round us, 
** Whole nature was concern *d dt such a suffering, 
*< And all the gods were angry. 

« TAeo. Oh, Pulchcria I 
'^ Cruel, ambitious sister, this must be 
** Thy doing I Oh, support me, noble Marcian! 
** Now, now's the time, if thou dar*st strike: behold 
*' I offer thee my breast > with my last breath 
<< I Ml thank thee too if now thou d rawest my blood. 
<< W^ere I to live, thy counsel should direct me; 
** But 't is too late {He swoons* 

*^ Mar. He faints I What, hoa there, Lucius I 

£nter Lucius. 

" My lord the emperor, EudosialivesI 

** She 's here, or will be in a minuter-moment; 
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*' Quick as a thought she calls you to the temple. 

«* Oh, Lucius! help 1 'ave gone too far— But see, 

** He breathes again — Eudosia has awak*d him. 

** Thto, Did yon not name Eudosia ? 

*' Mar. Yes, she lives ; 
« I did but feign the story of her death 
•« To find how near you plac'd her to your heart! 
<* And may the gods rain all their plagues upon me 
•« If ever I rebuke you thus again : 
•* Yet *t is most certain that you sign*d her death^ 
** Not knowing what the wise Pulcheria ofier'di 
'^ Who lett it in my hand to startle you \ 
^* But by my life and fame I did^not think 
''It would have touchM your life. Oh, pardon me, 
<* Dear prince ! my lord, my emperor, royal 

master I 
<* Droop not because I utter'd some rash words, 
''And was a madman-— By th' immortal gods 
" I love you as my soul : whate'er I said 
" My thoughts were otherwise ; believe these tears, 
•' Which do not use to flow, all shall be well; 
« I swear that there are seeds in that sweet temper 
" T' atone for all the crimes in this bad age. 

" Tkeo. I thank thee— first for ray Eudosia's life : 
<< What but my love could have call'd back that life 
'^ Which thou hast made ine hate ^ And oh, me« 

thought 
'* 'Twas hard, dear IVlarcianI very hard from thcc 
** From him I ever rev'renc'd as my father,. 
'< To hear so harah a message—- But no inor&; 

H ii j 
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*< We 're friends— thy hand — Nay, if thou wilt nat 

rise 
'< And let me fold my arms about thy neck, 
** I'll n(.'t believe thv love— In this forgive mcs 
•* First let me wed Eudosia and we '11 oat; 
** We will, my jieneral, and make amends 
** For all that 's past — Glory and arms yc call I 
•' And Marcian leads me on— 

** Mar. Let her not rest then— 
** Espouse her straight ; I *il strike you at a heat : 
** May this great humour get large growth within you, 
** And beencourag'd by th* embold'ning gods. 
** Oh what a sight will this be to the soldier, 
<* To see me bring you dressM in shining armour. 
** To head the shouting squadrons I — Oh, ye gods 
** Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy, 
** The sound of trumpets and the beat of drums— 
** I see each starving soldier bound from earth, 
** As if some god by miracle had rais'd him, ' 

** And with beholding you grow fat again. 
** Nothing but gazing eyes and bp'ning mouths, 
<' Cheeks red with joy and lifted hands about you; 
** Some wiping the glad tear that trickle down 
<< With broken los, and with sobbing raptures 
** Crying, to arms, he '& come, our emperor *s come 
" To win the world I — Why, is not this better 
" Than lolling in a lady's lap, and sleeping, 
** Fasting or praying ? Come> come, you shall be 

merry ; 
** And for Eudosia she is your*s already : 
** Marcian has said it, sir; she shall be your^s* 
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** Thio. Oh, Marcian } oh, my brother, father, alll 
<< Thou best of friends, most faithful counsellor 
" 1 '11 find a match for thee too ere I rest, 
** To make thee love me ; for when thou art with me 
** I 'm strong and well, but when thou 'rt gone I 'm 
nothing. 

Enter Athenais meeting Theodosius, 

*nieo. Alas, Eudosia I tell me what 4o say ; 
For my full heart can scarce bring forth a word 
Of that which I have sworn to see perform'd. 

Athen* I 'm perfectly obedient to your pleasure. 

Theo. Well then, I come to tell. thee that Varanes 
Of all mankind is nearest to my heart : 
I love him, dear Eudosia I and' to prove 
That love on trial all my blood 's too little : 
Ev'n thee, if I were sure to die this moment, 
( As Heaven alone can tell how far my fate 
Is off) oh I thou my soul's most tender joy. 
With my last breath F would bequeath him thee. 

Atken* Then you are pleas'd, my lord, to yield me' 
to him. 

Tkeo, No, my Eudosia, no; I will not yield thee. 
While I have life ; for worlds I will not yield thee 2 
Yet thus far I 'm engag'd to let thee know 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever; 
He languishes, despairs, and dies, hke me. 
And I have pass'd my word that he shall see thee. 

Tkeo, Ah, sir! what have you done against younclf 
And me l«->— - 
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** Why will you trust me, who am now afraid 
•* To trust myself ?— why do you leave me naked 
« To an assault, who had made proof my virtue 
<• With this sure guard never to sec him more?" 
For oh 1 with trembling agonies I speak it, 
I cannot see a prince whom once I lov'd 
Bath'd in his grief, and gasping at my feet 
<< In all the violent trances of despair,** 
Without a sorrow that perhaps may end me. 

Tkeo. Oh, ye severer powers I too cruel fate I 
Did ever love tread such a maze before i 
Yet, Athenais, still I trust thy virtue; 
But if thy bleeding heart cannot refrain. 
Give, give thyself away 5 yet still remember 
That moment Theodosius is no more- 

[Exit Thca. 

Ahen» Now glory, now, if ever thou did'st work 
In woman's mind assist me— •<< Oh, my heart I 
*< Why dost thou throb as if thou wert a breaking ) 
<< Down, down, I say ; think on thy injuries, 
** Thy wrongs, thy wrongs— 'T is well my eyes are dry, 
<* And all within my bosom now js still.' 
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Enttr Varanes leaning on A.ranthes, 

Hal is this he 1 or is't Varanes* ghost ? 
He looks as if he had bespoke his grave, 
Trembling and pale. I must not dare to view him ; 
For oh I I feel his melancholy here, 
/^nd fear I shall too soon partake his sickness. 
Var, Thus to the angry gods offending mortals. 
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IViade senuble by some severe afiii6lion 

How all their crimes are registered in Heaven^ 

** In that nice court where no rash words escapes, 

** But ev'n extravagant thoughts are all set down ;'• 

Thus the poor penitents with fear approach 

The rev'rcnd shrines, and thus for mercy bow; [Kneels* 

Thus melting too they wash the hallow *d earth. 

And groan to be forgiven— 

Oh emprests 1 oh Eudosia I such you 're now: 

These are your titles, and I must not dare 

£ver to cajl thee Athenais more* 

Athen. Rise, rise, my lord, let me entreat you rise ; 
I will not hear you in that humble posture; 
Rise, or I must withdraw— The world will blush 
For you and me, should it behold a prince 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus on his knees 
Before the daughter of a poor philosopher. 
J^ar, 'Tis just, ye righteous gods I my doom is 
just ; 
Nor will 1 strive to deprecate her anger. 
If possible I 'll aggravate my crimes. 
That she may rage 'till she has broke my heart ; 
*Tis all I now desire—** and let the gods, 
** Those cruel gods that join to ray undoings 
<* Be witnesses, to this unnatural wish,** 
Is to fall dead without a groan before her* 

jithen. Oh, ye known sounds 1 but I must steel m^ 
soul. [^Aside. 

•* Metbinks these robes, my Delia, are too heavy." 
F'aVf Not worth a word, a look, or one regard t 
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*' Is then the nature of my fault so heinous ; 
*« That when I come to take ray eternal leave 
** You'll not vouchsafe to view me ? This is scorn 
** Which the fair soul of gentle Athenais 

** Would ne'er have harbour'd 

** Oh ! for the sake of him whom you ere long 
*' Shall hold as fast as now your wishes form him/* 
Give me a patient hearing ; for however 
I talk of death, and seem to loathe my life, 
I would deliberate with my fate a while. 
With snatching glances eye thee to the last. 
Pause o*er a loss like that of Athenais, 
And parley with my ruin. 

AtAen. Speak, n(iy lord ; 
To hear you is the emperor's command I 
And for that cause I readily obey. 

Far. The emperor, the emperor's command I 
And for that cause she readily obeys I 
I thank you, madam, that on any terms 
You condescend to hear me— 
Know then, £udosia» ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd name of Athenais still I 
** That name which I so often have invok'd, 
** And which was once auspicious to my vows, 
** So oft at midnight sigh'd among the groves, 
" The river's murmur, and the echo's burden, 
** Which every bird could sing and wind did bear; 
<* By that dear name I make this protestation, 
*« By all that's good on earth or bless'd in Heaven/* 
I swear I love thee more, far more, than ever j 
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VVith conscious blushes too, here help me gods ! 
Help me to tell her, tho' to my confusion 
And everlasting shame, yet I must tell her, 
I lay the Persian crown before her feet. 

AtAen, My lord, I thank you, and to express those 
thanks 
As nobly as you offer 'em I return 
The gift you make ; nor will I now upbraid you 
'With the example of the emperor ; 
Not but I know 't is that that draws you on 
Thus to descend beneath your majesty 
And swell the daughter of a poor philosopher 
With hopes of being great. 

^ar^ Ah, madam 1 ah I you wrong me : by the 
gods 

I had repented ere I knew the emperor 

^tken. You find, perhaps too late, that Athenais, 
However slighted for her birth and fortune; 
Has something in her person and her virtue 
Worth the regard ot emperors themselves; 
And to return the compliment you gave 
My father, Leontine, that poor philosopher. 
Whose utmost glory is to *ave been your tutor, 
I here protest, by virtue and by glory, 
I swear by heaven and all the powers divine, 
Th' abandon'd daughter of that poor old man 
Shall ne'er be seated on the throne of Cyrus. 
p^ar. Oh, death to all my hopes I what hast thou 
sworn 
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To turn me wild ? Ah, cursed throne of Cyrus I 
Would thou had'st been o'erturn'd and laid in dust. 
His crown too thunderstruck, my father, all 
The Persian race, like poor Darius riiin'd. 
Blotted, and swept for ever from the world. 

When first ambition blasted thy remembrance- 

Atken, Oh, Heaven 1 I had forgot the base a^root 
OfferM by this proud man j a wrong so great 
It is remov'd beyond all hope of mercy : 
He had design*d to bribe my father*s virtue. 
And by unlawful means- 
Fly from my sight, lest 1 become a fury. 
And break those rules of temp'rance I proposed : 
Fly, fly, Varanes! fly this sacred place, 
Where virtue and religion are profess'd ; 
** This city will not harbour infidels, 
<* Traitors to chastity, licentious princes s 
<' Begone I say ; thou canst not here be safe :*• 
Fly to imperial libertines abroad ; 
In foreign courts thou 'It- find a thousand beauttet 
That will comply for gold — for gold they '11 weep. 
For gold be fond as Athenais was, 
And charm thee still as if they lovM indeed, 
*< Thou *lt find enough companions too for riot, 
*« Luxuriant all, and royal as thyself; 
«* Tho* thy loud vices should resound to heaven. 
<' Art thou not gone yet ? 

F'ar, " No, I am charmM to hear you. 
^« Oh I from my soul I do confess myself 
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• * The very blot of honour — ^I am more black 
** Than thou in all thy heat of just revenge, 
^« With all thy glorious eloquence can make mc." 
Athen, Away, Varancs I 

/^ar. Yes, madam, I am going'* 

I^ay, by the gods I do not ask thee pardon, 
INor while I live will I implore thy mercy ; 
Sut when I 'm dead, if as thou dost return 
"VTith happy Theodosius from the temple — 
If as thou goest in triumph through the streets. 
Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes there, 
Borne by his friends to his eternal home. 
Stop then, oh Athenais I and behold me; 
Say as thou hang'st. about the erop'ror*s neck^ 
Alas ! my lord ! this sight is worth our pity. 
If to those pitying words thou add a tear. 
Or give one parting groan— if possible, 
If the good gods will grant my soul the freedom^ 
I '11 leave my shroud, and wake from death to thank 
thee. 
Atken, He shakes my resolution from the bottom ; 
My bleeding heart too speaks in his behalf, 
And says my virtue has been too severe. 

F^ar. Farewell, oh empress I no Athenais now ; 
I will not call thee by that tender name. 
Since cold despair begins to freeze my bosom. 
And all my pow'rs are now resolv'd on death. 
** 'Tis said that from my youth 1 have been rash, 
<* Choleric and hot ; but let the gods now judge 
^< %)l my last wish if ever patient man 

I 
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** Did calmly bear so great a loss as mine ? 
Since 't is so doomed by fate you must be wedded 
For your own peace, when I am laid in earth. 
Forget that e*er Varanes had a being ; 
Turn all your soul to Theodosius' bosom : 
Continue, gods I their days, and make them long ; 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 
And many children beauteous as the mother, 
I And pious as the father, make 'em smile. 
Athen. Oh, Heavens I 

yar. Farewell— I '11 trouble you no more ; 
The malady that 's lodg'd within grows stronger j 
I feel the shock of my approaching fate ; 
My heart too trembles at his distant march ; 
Nor can I utter more if you should ask me. 

Thy arm Aranthes — Oh, farewell for ever I 

Athen, Varanes, stay ; and ere you go for ever 
Let me unfold my heart. 

F'ar. O Athenais I 
What further cruelty hast thou in store 
To add to what I suffer ? 

AtAen. Since 't is doom'd 
That we must part, let 's part as lovers should. 
As those that have lov*d long and loved well. 
F'ar. Art thou so good, ohl Athenais, oh! 
Athen, First, from my soul I pity and forgive you; 
I pardon you that hasty little error, 
Which yet has been the cause of both our ruins : 
And let this sorrow witness for my heart 
How eagerly I wish it had not been ; 
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And since I cannot keep it, take it all ; 
Take all the love, oh, prince 1 I ever bore you ; 
** Or if 't is possible 1 '11 give you more : 
** Your noble carriage forces this confession^ 
** I rage, I burn, 1 bleed, 1 die, for love I 
'< I am distracted with this world of passion. 

*' Var, Gods ! cruel gods! take notice 1 forgive you. 

*< Athen, Alas ! my lord, my weaker tender sex 
<< Has not your manly patience, cannot curb 
** This fury in ; therefore I let it loose ; 
<< Spite of my rigid duty I will speak 
** With all the dearness of a dying lover." 
Farewell, most lovely and most lov'd of men- 
Why comes this dying paleness oVr thy face ? 
Why wander thus thy eyes ? why dost thou bend. 
As if the fatal weight of death were on thee I 

Var. Speak yet a little more ; for by the godSf 
And as I prize those blessed happy moments, 
I swear, oh Athenais 1 all is well : 
Oh, never better I 

Mhen^ I doubt thee, dear Varanes ! 
Yet if thou dy'st I shall not long be from thee* 
Once more farewell, and take these last embraces. 
Oh, I could crush him to my heart I Farewell ; 
And as a dying pledge of my last love 
Take this, which all thy prayers could never charm* 
What have I done \ Oh I lead me, lead me, Delia I 
Ah, prince, farewell t angels protefl and guard thee I 

Var, Turn back, oh, Athenais 1 and behold mej 
Hear my last words, and then farewell for ever I 
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Thou hast undone me more by this confession : 
You say, you swear, you love roe more than ever % 
Yet I must see you married to another : 
Can there be any plague or hell like thi«l 
Oh Athenais 1 whither shall I turn me } 
You *ave brought me back to life; but oh I what lifef 
To a life more terrible than thousand deaths. 
Like one that had been bury'd in a trance 
With racking starts he wakes, and gazes round, 
Forc'd by despair his whirling limbs to wound, 
<' And bellow like a spirit underground,*' 
Still urg'd by fate to turn, to toss and rave, 
Tormented, dash'd, and broken, in the grave. 
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ACT V. SCENE h 

Athenais dressed in Imperial Robes, and crcwn*d} d 
Tabu with a Bowl of Poison, Delia attending. 

Athenais* • 
A MIDNIGHT marriage I Must I to the temple 
Thus at the murd'rer's hour ^ 'Tis wondrous strange! 
' But so, thou say'st, my father has commanded. 
And that 's a mighty reason. 

Delia* The emp'ror, in, compassion to the prince^ 
Who would perhaps fly to extravagance 
If he in public should resolve to espouse you. 
Contrived by this close marriage to deceive him* 
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Athtn. 'Tiswell; retire. 
<* Go fetch thy lute, and sing those lines T gave thee.»* 

[Exit Delia. 
So, now I am alone ; yet my soul shakes ; 
For where this dreadful draught may carry mc 
The Heavens can only tell; yet I 'm resolved 
To drink it off in spite of consequence. 
"Whisper him, oh, |ome angel 1 what I *m doing : 
By sympathy of soul let him too tremble 
To hear my wondrous faith, my wondrous love, 
<< Whose spirit not content with an ovation 
*« Of lingering fate, with triumph thus resoIvM^ 
*< Thus in the rapid chariot of the soul, 
«* To mount and dare as never woman dar'd. \Drinks^ 
•* 'Tis done — haste, Delia, haste — come, bring thy 

lute, 
<< And sing my waftage to immortal joys. 
*' Methinks I can't but smile at my own bravery : 
*• Thus from my lowest fortune rais'd to empire, 
** Crown'd and adorn'd, worshipped by half the earth, 
«* While a young monarch dies for my embraces, 
*• Yet now to wave the glories of the world"— 
Oh, my Varanes ! tho' my birth *s unequal, 
My virtue sure has richly recompensed, 
And quite outgone example 1 

SONG. 

*• Ak^ cruel bloody fair I 

** What canst thou now do more f 
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<< Alasl UisalltoolaU 

« Philander to restore! 

** Why should the heavenly powers persuade 

«< Poor mortals to believe 

*^ That they guard us here 

*< And reward us there^ 

<< Tet all our joys deceive f 

<* Her poignard then she took 

<< And held it in her hand^ 

** And with a dying look 

** Cry^df thus I fate command i 

«* Philander^ ahy my love ! I come 

** To meet thy shade below : 

** Ah J 1 come ! she cry'd^ 

•* With a wound so wide 

** There needs no second blow. 

*^ In purple waves her blood 
« Ran streaming down thejloor, 
<< Unmov*d she saw thejlood^ 
** And bless* d her dying hour : 
" Philander / ah Philander! still 
" The bleeding Phillis crfdi 
*^ She wept a while 
. ** And she far ^d a smile f 
•« Then closed her eyes and dfd.** 

Enter Pulcheria. 

Pulch, How fares my dear Eudosia ? Ha ! thou 
look'st. 
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Or else the tapers cheat my sight, like one 
That 's fitter for thy tomb than Caesar'a bed : 
A. fatal sorrow dims thy shaded eyes, 
And in despite of all thy ornamems 
Thou seem *st to me the ghost of Athenais. 

Atktn* And whdt *s the punishment, my dear Pul* 
cheria I 
What torments are allotted those sad spirits 
Who groaning with the burden of despair 
No longer will endure the cares of life. 
But boldly set themselves at liberty, 
•* Thro* the dark caves of death to wander on, 
•* Like *wilder'd travellers without a guide, 
•* Eternal rovers in the gloomy maze, 
«* Where scarce the twilight of an infant moon, 
** By a faint glimmer checkering thro' the trees, 
*' Refle6h to dismal view the walking ghosts, 
•• And never hope to reach the blessed fields ?*' 

Pulck, No more o' that j Atticus shall resolve thcei 
But see, he waits thee from the emperor ^ 
Thy father too attends. 

Ei7/^r Leon TIN B, Atticus, £Sc. 

Leon, Come, Athenais— Ha ! what now, in tears I 
Oh, fall of honour! but no more, I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop*st ray blessing 
Or fcar'st my curse, to banish from ihy soul 
All thoughts, if possible the memory. 
Of that ungrateful prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the temple on this instant 
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To make the cmpVor thine, this night to wed him, 
" And lie within his arms.'* 

Athtn. Yes, sir, I *ll go 

Let me but dry my eyes and I will go ; 

Eudosia, this unhappy bride, shall go : 

Thus like a vi6lim crown'd and doom'd to bleed, 

1 '11 wait you to the altar, wed the emp*ror, 
** And if he pleases lie within bis arms." 

Leon, Thou art my child again. 

Aihtn. But do not, sir, imagine any charms 
Or threat'nings shall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more : 
No, my Varanes I no- 
While I have breath I will remember thee ; 
To thee alone I will my thoughts confine, 
And all my meditations shall be thine : 
«« The image of my woes my soul shall fill, 
*• Fate and my end, and thy remembrance still. 
As in some popular shade the nightingale 
" With piercing moans does her lost young bewail^ 
" Which the rough hind observing as they lay 
<< Warm in their downy nest had stoPn away ; 
<< But she in mournful sounds does still complain, 
<* Sings all the night, tho' all her songs are vain, 
<< And still renews her miserable strain.** 
Yes, my Varanes t till my death comes on 
Shall sad Eudosia thy dear loss bemoan. [ExeuiU^ 

Enter Varanss. 
Vau *Tis night, dead night, and weary nature lies 
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So fast as if she never were to rise ; 

>Jo breath of wind now whispers thro' the trees, 

^o noise at land nor murmur in the seas ; 

«* Lean wolves forget to howl at night's pale noon, 

•* No wakeful dogs bark at the silent moon, 

** Nor bay the ghosts that glide with horror by 

** To view tjie caverns where their bodies lie ; 

** The ravens perch and no presages give, 

** Nor to the windows of the dying cleave ; 

** The owls forget to scream ; no midnight sound 

** Calls drowsy Echo from the hollow ground ; 

<* In vaults the walking fires extingutsh'd lie, 

** The stars, heaven's sentry, wink, and seem to die :*• 

Such universal silence spreads below. 

Thro' the vast shades where I am doom'd to go. 

Nor shall I need a violence to wound. 

The storm is here that drives me on the ground | 

Sure means to make the soul and body part, 

A burning fever and a broken heart* 

What, hoa, Aranthes I 

£n/er Aranthes. 

Tsent thee to th' apartment of Athenais— *— 
<• I sent thee," did 1 not, *« to be admitted J** 

j^ran. You did, my lord ; but oh I 
I fear to give you an account. 

Mar. Alas, 
Aranthes I I am got on t' otiier side 
or this bad world, and now am past all fear* 
Oh, ye avenging gods I is there a plague 
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Among your hoarded bolts and heaps of vengeance 
Beyond the mighty loss of Athenais ? 
*Tis contradiflon— Speak then, speak Aranthes, 
For all misfortune, if compar'd with that. 
Will make Varanes smile— 

Aran, My lord, the Empress 
Crown'd and adorn'd with the imperial robes. 
At this dead time of night, with silent pomp. 
As they design'd from all to keep it secret. 
But chiefly sure from you; I say, the empress 
Is now conduced by the general, 
Atticus, and her father, to the temple. 
There to espouse the Emperor Theodosius. 

F'ar. Say 'st thou? I s't certain? Hal 

Aran. Most certain, sir. I saw them in procession. 

Var, Give me thy sword. . Malicious Fate! Oh 
Fortune I 
Oh giddy Chance 1 Oh turn of love and greatness I 
Marry'd — she has kept her promise now indeed ; 
And oh 1 her pointed fame and nice revenge 
Have reach 'd their end. No, my Aranthes, no ; 
1 will not stay the lazy execution 
Of a slow fever. Give me thy hand, and swear 
By all the love and duty that thou ow*st me, 
T* observe the last commands that I shall give thee : 
Stir not against my purpose, as thou fear^st 
My anger and disdain ; nor dare t* oppose me 
With troublesome unnecessary formal reasons, 
For what my thought has doom'd my hand shall seal. 
I charge thee hold it stcdfast to my heart, 
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Fix'd as the fate that throws me on the point. 
The* I have liv'd a Persian, 1 will fall 
As fair, as fearless, and as full resolv'd. 
As any Greek or Roman of them all. 

Aran. What you command is terrible, but sacred; 
And to atone for this too cruel duty. 
My lord, V 11 follow you— — 

Var. I charge thee not; 
But when I am dead, take the attending slaves. 
And bear me with my blood distilling down 
Straight to the temple : lay me, oh, Aranthes I 
Lay my cold corse at Athenais' feet. 

And say, oh why I why do my eyes run o'er ? 
Say with my latest gasp I groan'd for pardon. 
Just here, my friend ; hold fast, and fix the sword ; 
I feel the art'ry where the lifeblood lies ; 
It heaves against the point— Now, oh ye gods 1 
If for the greatly wretched you have room 
Prepare my place ; for dauntless lo I come : 
The force of love thus makes the mortal wound. 
And Athenais sends me to the ground. \K.UU himself. 



SCENE III. 

Tike outward Part of the Temple, Enter Pulcheria 
and Julia at one Door ^ Marc i an and Lucius at 
another, 

^* Pulch, Look, Julia, see the pensive Marcian comes : 
•• 'Tis to my wish ; I must no longer lose him, 
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<< Lest he should leave the court indeed. He looks 
** As if some mighty secret work'd within him 
** And labour'd for a vent — Inspire me, woman I 
** That what my soul desires above the world 
*« May seem impos'd and forc'd on my afre6lions« 

*' Luc, I say slie loves you, and she stays to hear il 
<* From your own mouth — Now, in the name 
** Of all ihe gods, at once, my lord, why are you silent! 
<* Take heed, sir, mark your opportunity, 
** For if the woman lays it, in your way 
<* And you o'crsce it she is lost for ever. 

*' Mar. Madam, I come to take my eternal leave; 
*« Your doom has banish*d me, and I obey. 
** The court and I sliake hands, and now we part, 
** Never to see each other more ; the court 
*' Where I was born and bred a gentleman, 
<< No more, till your illustrious bounty rais'd me, 
•• And drew the earthborn vapour to the clouds: 
<< But as the gods ordain'd it I have lost, 
« I know not how, thro' ignorance, your grace; 
*' And now the exhalation of my glory 
<< Is quite consum'd and vanished into air. 

<« PHlck. Proceed, sir. 

«' Afar. Yet let those gods that doom'd me to dis- 
please you 
** Be witnesses how much 1 honour you ■ 
<' Thus worshipping, I swear by your bright self, 
« I leave this infamous court with more content 
«« Than fools and flatterers seek it ; but, oh Heaven I 
« I cannot go if still your hate pursues me t 
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•* Yes, I declare it is impossible 

«* To go to banishment without youi* pardon* 

*« Pulch. You have it, Marcian : is there ought beside 
«* That you would speak, for 1 am free to hear. 

** Mar, Since 1 shall never see you more, what hinders 
•* But my last words should here protest the truth: 
•* Know then, imperial princess, matchless woman I 
** Since first you cast your eyes upon my meanness^ 
*« Ev'n, till you rais'dme to my envi'd height, 
*' I have in secret lov'd you — 
** Pulck, Is this Marcian I 

<* Mar. You frown, but I am still prepared for all: 
<* I say I lov'd you, and I love you still, 
** More than my life, and equal to my glory. 
<* Methinks the warring spirit that inspires 
<* This frame, the very genius of old Rome, 
** That makes me talk without the fear of death, 
** And drives my daring soul to a6ts of hdnour, 
•* Flames in your eyes ; our thoughts too are akin 
** Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for glory^ 
«* Now, by the gods, I lov'd you in your fury 
** In all the thunder that quite riv'd my hopes; 
**|l lov'd you most ev'n when you did destroy me. 
<*' Madam, I *ve spoke my heart, and could say more. 
But that I see it grieves you ; your high blood 
Frets at the arrogance and saucy pride 
Of this bold vagabond — May the gods forgive me— 
'** Farewell — a worthier general may succeed me, 
<• But none more faithful to the emperor's interest 
<< Than him you 're pleas 'd to call the traitor Marcian* 

K 



^ 

I 

108 THB^OSIUS. A3f. 

**Pulck, Come back; you've subtily play'd yOur 
part indeed i 
** For firsti the emperor^ whom you lately schooPd, 
** Restores you your commission ; nextcommands you» 
** As you're a subjedl, not to leave the court : 
" Nexti but, oh Heaven I which way shall I express 
<< His cruel pleasure 1 he that is so mild 
** In all things else, yet obstinate in this, 
<< Spite of my ttars, my birth, and my disdain, 
** Commands me, as I dread his high displeasure^ 
** Oh, Marcianl to receive you as my husband. 

^ Mar. Ha, Lucius 1 what does my fate intend } 

*' Luc, Pursue her, sir ; *t is as I said : she yields, 
« And rages that you follow her no faster. 

** Puick. Is then, at last, my great authority 
•« And my intrusted power declinM to this ? 
** Yet, oh my fate I what way can I avoid it ? 
*' He charg'd me straight to wait him to the temple, 
** And there resolve, oh, Marcian 1 on this marriage 
<< Now, gen'rous soldier, as you're truly noble, 
« Oh, help me forth, lost in this labyrinth $ 
<< Help me to loose this more than Gordian knot, 
" And make me and yourself for ever happy. 

<< Mar. Madam, I *ll speak as briefly as I can, 
*' And as a soldier ought : the only way 
«« To help this knot is yet to tie it faster. 
". Since then the emperor has resolv'd you mine, 
** For which I will forever thank the gods, 
<< And make this holiday throughout my life, 
*\ I take him at his word, and claim his promise; 
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«< The empire of the world shall not redeem you. 

•* Nay, weep not, madam ; tho' my outside's rough, 

** Yet by those eyes your soldier has a heart 

<* Compassionate and tender as a virgin's ; 

«• Ev*n now it bleeds to see those falling sorrows j 

** Perhaps this grief may move the emperor 

** To a repentance : come then to the trial, 

'< For by my arms, my life, and dearer honour, 

^< If you go back when given me by his hand, 

^* In distant wars my fate I will deplore, 

" And Marcian's name shall ne'er be heard of more.** 



Tkt TempU. Theodosius, Athbnais— Atticus 
joining tkeir hands — Makcian, Pulchb&ia, Lu- 
cius, Julia, Delia, £?c. Leomtinb. 

« Attic. The more than Gordian hnot is ty*d^ 

Which Death* s strong arm shall ne*er divide^ 
For when to bliss ye wafted are^ 
Tour spirits shall be wedded there : 
Waters are lost and fires will die^ 
But love alone cdnfate defy. 

Enter Arakthes with the body of V^aranbs. 

Aran. Where is the empress \ where shall I find 
£udosia \ /, 

By fate I *m sent to tell that cruel beauty 
She has robb'd the world of fame : her eyes have given 
A blast to the big blossom of the war ; 

Kij 
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Behold him there nipped in his flow'ry mom, 
Compeird to break his promis; of a day^ 
A day that conquest would have made her boast; 
Behold her laurel withe r*d to the root, 
Canker'd and killM by Athenais* scorn. 

jiihtn. Dead, dead, Varanes! 

nto. ** Oh, ye eternal powers 
** That guide the world! why do you shock our reason 
*« With a£ls like these, that lay our thoughts in dust? 
<* Forgive me. Heaven, this start, or elevate 
**' Imagination more, and make it nothing." 
Alas, alas, Varanes I But speak, Aranthes, • 

The manner of his fate. " Groans choke my words— 
** But speak, and we will answer thee with tears." 

Aran, His fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What some few minutes past his sword perform'd. 
He heard from me your progress to the temple. 
How you design*d at midnight to deceive him 
By a clandestine marriage : but my lord. 
Had you beheld his ra^ ks at my relation, 
Or had you empress seen him in those torments. 
When from his dying eyes swol'n to the brim 
The big round drops roll'd down his manly face. 
When from his hollow'd breast a murmuring crowd 
Of groans rush'd forth, and echo'd all is well ; 
Then had you seen him, oh ye cruel gods t 
Rush on the sword I held against his breast. 
And dye it to the hilt with these last words- 
Bear me to Athenais ■ 

Athen, Give me way my lord ; 
I have most striftly kept my promise with you : 
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\ am your tride, and you can ask no more : 
C3r if you did I *m past the power to give — 
But here, oh here 1 on his cold bloody breast 
Thus let me breathe my last. 

Hito, Oh, empress I what, what can this transport 
mean \ 
Are these our nuptials, these my promis'd joys \ 
AthtJin Forgive me, sir, this last respedt I pay 
These sad remains — and oh, thou migluy spirit! 
If yet thou art not mingled with the stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenais, 
"When thou shalt know before I gave consent 
To this indecent marriage, 1 had taken 
Into my veins a cold and deadly draught, 
** Which soon would render me, alas I unfit 
•« For the warm jo} s of an imperial lover, 
*< And make me ever thine, yet keep ray word 
•* With Theodosius," wilt thou not forgive me \ 

Theo. Poison'd, to free thee from the Emperor I 
Oh, Athenais 1 thou has done a deed 
That tears my heart! What have 1 done against thet 
<< That thou should'st brand me thus with infamy 
•* And everlasting shame? thou might'st have made 
*' Thy choice without this cruel aft of death : 
<* I left thee to thy will, and in requital 
** Thou hast murder*d all my fame." 

Aihen, Oh, pardon me I 
I lay my dying body at your feet, 
And beg, my lord, with my last sighs intreat youj 
T' impute the fault, if *t is a fault, to love, 
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And the ingratitude of Atfaenais, 
To her too cruel stars. Remember, too, 
I begg*d you would not let me see the prince. 
Presaging vt^hat has happened ; yet my word 
As to our nuptials was inviolable. 

7%eo. Ha! she is going I — " sec her languishing eyes 
** Draw in their beams V the sleep of death is on her. 

^Aen. " Farewell, my lord.*' Alas, alas, VaranesI 
T' embrace thee now is not immodesty, 
Or if it were, I think my bleeding heart 
Would make me criminal in death to clasp thee, 
<* Break all the tender niceties of honour 
<< To fold thee thus, and warm thee into life, 
** For oh, what man like him could woouui move !*' 
Oh, prince belov'd 1 oh, spirit most divine I 
Thus by my death I give thee all my love. 
And seal my soul and body ever thine—— {^Dies, 

Tkeo. Oh, MarcianI oh,PuIcherialdidnotthePower 
Whom we adore plant all his thunderbolts 
Against self- murderers, I would perish too; 
But as I am I swear to leave the empire. 
To thee, my sister, I bequeath the world. 
And yet a gift more great, the gallant Marcian : 
On then, my friend, now shew thy Roman spirit I 
As to her sex &ir Athenais was 
Be thou of thine a pattern of true honour : 
Thus we '11 atone for all the present crimes. 
That yet it may be said in aftertimes. 
No age with such examples could compare. 
So great, so good, so virtuous, and so fair. [Exeunt, 



EPILOGUE. 



^HRICE happy they that never wrote before ; 

How pleas* d and bold they quit the safer shore i 

Like ^ome new captain of the city bands^ 

That with big looks in Finsbury commands, 

SwdPd with huge alh he cries, Beatf beat the drum; 

Pox oUhe French king I Uds-budl let him come; 

Give me ten thousand red-coats and allool 

We'll fir k his Crequiandhis Conde too, 

Thus the young scribblers mankind's sense disdain^ 

For ignorance is sure to make 'em vain; 

But far from vanity or dang'rous pride 

Our cautious Poet courts you to his side ; 

For why should you be scorn'd, to whom are due 

All the good days that ever authors knewf 

If ever gay, 'tis you that make 'em fine ; 

The pit and boxes make tke poet dine. 

And he scarce drinks but of the critic's tuine. 

Old writers should not for vain- glory strive^ 

But like old mistresses think how to thrive % 

Befondqfev'ry thing their keepers say. 

At least till they can live without a play, 

TJke one who knows the trade and has been bit. 

She dotes and fawns upon her wealthy cit^ 

And swears she loves him merely for his wit. 



